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The manuscript of the following Tales was 
placed in my bands by the Author, with 
a request that I would peruse it and judge 
how fat the publication of it in England 
might, under the blessing of God, be tbe 
means of increasing the attention of the 
Christian public to the importance of assist- 
the Irish Scripture Readers in their 
ious and arduous laboui^. The manuscript 
had been previously submitted by tbe Author 
e personal friends in Ireland, who take 
interest in forwarding tlie blessed work 



ui' Spri[)tural instruction in that country, 
aud who well know the persecution which the 
Scripture Readers have Irequently to undergo, 
and also the bleaaiug and encouragement 
that a. merciful God vouchsafes them in 
the prosecution of their labour; of the last 
of which I was a witness when I was iQ 
Ireland. Of the truth of the tales I have 
no doubt. The profits arising from the 
publication will be devoted to aid the cause- 
tthicb. they advocate. 

JOSEPH WILSON. 

I Clapham Common, 
March, 1841. 
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INTRODUCTION. 



" Wbv were these things kept bo long from us T " 
uid a poor Irishman, when he had learned to read 
in his native tongue the glad tidings of Redeeming 
love. The question appears a simple one, yet many 
who are ranked among the wealthy, the powerful, or 
the talented of Erin'a c^hildren may find it difficult 
Nay, many who have been actively 
engaged in sending the blessed Gospel of their Lord 
and Saviour to distant Innda^many who have 
rejoiced to hear that it has been Iransiated into 
I language, and preached to 
almost every nation under heaven — may lay the 
r Irishman 'a inquiry to heart and say, "Why 
a long kept it from our own?" Well 
I doee the pious and truly exalted individual to ivhom 
■ question was addressed, obMiv*,, 







" There is much, 1 am sure, to ftnsirer for in the 

long neglect of our Roman Catholic fellow-countty- 
men, denied (as they are) our great advantagea. 
May God increase the desire which there now seems 
to act to his gloiy, in caring for them !" 

Who that grieves over the awful witness which 
eveiy day's record bears against his native land, 
wilt not from his heart respond to the kind expres' 
Hon of this wish 1 Who that loves his country, liill 
not rejoice that the everlasting Gospel, when trans- 
lated into the Irish language — the language of the 









a charm to loosen the bolts and bars that had been 

drawn against the heralds of salvation, and open 

■•Rode to them the door of almost universal welcome ? 

-from the loneliest solitudes of Erin's lovely isle, 
the voice of hlessmg on the Irish Society niceDds 
unto heaven. Mountain regions, where discord 
waved her hlood-stained flag, or dreary silence 
reigned, now echo to the Irish hymn of praise ; and, 
as if God's Word alone should have the glory, it is 

»t where cultivation smiles, nor where science sheds 
t but oft delusive rav, that " the Sun of 



BigliteousnesB hath arisen ivith healing in hia 
wbga," and given the glorioiia promise of our 
country's deliverance from the cankered fetters of 
ignorance and superstition witli which the prince of 
darkness has so long bound her, a poor, miserable, 
guilty, unresisting slave. Hark ! to the voice of 
entreaty. " Come over and help us ! We thirst for 
the water of life ! We perish while you are in 
abundance. ' Come Co the help of the Lord against 
the mighty,''' 

Iriahmenl by whom is the appenl made? Not 
by the New Zealander, the Hindoo, nor Afiic'a 
sable children ; but by your own, — the natives of 
the long-neglected land that gave you birth. They 
ask you for the Bible — the Word of the living God, 
of 8 redeeming Saviour,^ — in a language which Ihey 
can understand. Will you not respond to the call, 
by enabling the Irish Sueiety to give it to them, 
and rejoice, each according to iiia ability, to chose 
away the clouds that surround you? "Freely you 
haYe received;" freely cast into the treasury of your 
all-bountiful Lord. We cannot suppose that the 
Divine command, "Go, preach the Gospel to every 
creature," should lose its influeuce it, Vwww- Vt '■"■ 



rather want of consideration than lack of ChrutUQ 
aympathy, that has deprived our poor people of that 
treasure which we have not hesitated in contributing, 
to bestow on regions that have never hcerd of Erin's 
name. Oh! liow would the natives of the torrid 
tone, or Greenland's ice-bound abore, marvel were 
it said to them, " A people who have aided in aend-- 
ing tbe tidings of great joy to yon, have in their 
own bosoms, natives of their own Island, hunibvda 
of intelligent immortal beings, to whom tbe full and 
free salvation set forth by the Gospel of our Lord 
and Saviour Jesus Christ, was never proclaimed in 
a language which they could comprehend." 

It bat indeed been said — " Teach (he people 
Engliah, and in that language open to them the 
Word of Life." But what has been the result? 
Centuries of ignorance has stamped tbe project 
vain. The Irish Society, warned by eiperience, 
and directed from above, have now presented to the 
poor of our country the everlasting Gospel, through 
the heaven-chosen medium of the native tongue, 
and wonderful has been the result. The blessing of 
God hasgone forth with the Irish reader on his way. 
Hundreds have been brought from " darkness into 



I%bt," and thousands ere studying thsC sacred 
Word which a able to make lliem wise unto salva- 
tion, and which, iu numerous instances, Iihb proved 
doubly blest Ijoth to maatet ond (o acliolar. Nor 
does it unfrcquently happen that the ability to read 
the Bible in the native tongue, generates a desire 
to study it in English; and thus, In a way which 
vaa considered most unlikely to effect it, a much 
nrished-for object is being attained. Do we indeed 
believe "that the night cometh when no man can 
workf" Let us then before we die, have the coa- 
Bolation to reflect that our day was not given to ua 
ID vain. Oh, may each and every one of ua who 
enjoy the blessed privEege of possessing and study- 
ing the Gospel of their Lord and Saviour, feel his 
love, constraining them to impart that only im- 
perishable treasiu'e to the poor children of their 
native mountains ; — these who are truly weary and 
heavy laden — not weary of labouring to gaui their 
daily bread — for they are generally willing to work, 
and gtateful if work he given — but weary of the 
burden of sin (from whose dominion they have 
never been taught to seek deliverance here), and 
whose penalties they expect lo expiate by suffering 
IB that their great High Priest, a 



mighty luterceesor, hath passed into the lieKTeu, 
having made a fuU, perfect, and sufficient aUmt- 
ment for the eina of the world. 



Hklluch hat been booited of the pover of c( 
Hon; and esperience hai proved the bout sot 
unfounded. Let ub profit by the leBson we hare 
been laughi, and combine for (he noblest purpoM 
that ever bound together the heirs of eternal 
blessedness, in one sacred bond of heaven -cemented 
union. Behold the Bible Society meeta us on our 
way and holds forth the piu'e, the full, the unadul- 
terated Word of God, in a language which our poor 
ignorant people can understand — a language, round 
which the cords of early asaociation and grateful 
remembrance are entwined, and lo which every 
heart-atring makea reply. Do we need achools! — 
Are teachers wanting? — All, all shall be supplied. 
We have seen the first aheaTea brought in. Who 
then shall doubt of an abundant harvest 7 The 
great Shepherd's voice is heard upon the mountains: ' 
hia sheep know that voice, and answer to the call. 
Daily, hourly is the little flock increasing, lliey 1 
are coming; tlie weary wanderers have heard the 
joyful tound ; the deep gtens and ocean clifit have 



echoed to the Gospel summons ; they Hie hasting; 
the place ia too narrow for them ; the fo!d must be 
enlarged to let them ia ■ the guests ors ready, and 
shall a table be wanting ? Oh no! let it be told to 
these faitbliil atewarde, to irhom their Lord (now in 
a far country) has committed talents of silver and of 
gold, charging them lo "occupy untU he come;" 
let it be made known to them that the apartment 
in which these poor but faithful worshippers as- 
semble, is full — full to overflowing — so that many 
that would enter in must stay without; and they 
will not " give sleep to their eyes, nor slumber to 
their eyelids, imtil they have found out a place for 
the mighty God of Jacob." Who shall set boundi 
to Christian liberality, exhaustless as the fount 
whence it flows 1 How often has it sprung up, and 
from perfectly unexpected sources, refreshed the 
Lord's ambassador ; when oppressed with a sense of 
his people's wants, and his own inability to supply 
them, be baa prostrated himself before the meroy- 
aeat, and with lively faith and deep humility, roiled 
the burden of bis cares upon his God. To be sum- 
moned to tlip help of the Lord against the mighty — 
to be made instrumental in raising the baimer of 
the Captain of our salvation—to see that Bac<:ed 



banner apreading its protecting shade aver aome of 
the wildcat aohnides of Erin's long neglected land — 
ia surely a theme of rejoicing ; tlie purest and the 
highest of wbicli man's immortal nature is suscepti- 
ble, and in which the angels that circle Jehovah's 
throne rejoicing, and those that do his emhasaies of 
love helow, can mingle. Yes, we must and do 
rqraco, that the day-star from on high is rising up«i 
our poor benighted country; that the Divine hleaa* 
ing has of late been so remarkably manifested upoD 
the labours of the Irish Society; that the Lord of 
power and might has raised himself up witnesses for 
the truth among the wildest of Erin's children; 
among those who cannot write, read, nor even speak 
one word of English ; and who, twelve months ago, 
were strangers to that blessed Saviour, for whom 
many of them now would deem their heart's blood 
too poor an offering. 



^_J>vt 



f We do rejoice, not that converts have been made 
ftom one sect or denomination of ChriBttans i 
another, hut that Jesus Christ has been set forth 
and embraced, "as the only name under heaven 
^ven among men whereby wo must he saved," 



tNtRODtCTlON* 9 

In ibe humble hope of aiding a cause so gloriousi 
the following pages are now presented to the reader. 
The tales of Erini are not tales of fiction, but simple 
fact in simple language told ; for any attempt to 
refine the genuine expressions by which the poor 
Irish conyey their feelings, would be to polish off all 
that may render them attractive* 




The ingenious author of the " Miseries of Human 
Life," lias not, we believe, among the many ennoy- 
ances there enmneraled, included that of being 
wearied and worn out by the heartless exchange of 
unmeaning civlIitieH; ao that the extreme of bodily 
fatigue aeemed light in compariaon to the mental 
esertion of what ia termed entertaining visitors, 
trhoae conversation awoke no chord of responsive 
interest, but fell like a chill and heavy weight 
upon the delicately-constructed springs of thought 
and imagination. 

The very opposite of this — the calling into exer- 
cise of every sweet and of every Christian feeling — 
love, gratitude, and humDity — the writer has enjoyed 



12 






while conversing with the subject of this o 
Ib he numbered among the children of affluence ? — I' 
No! Deeply read, or highly educated 7 — No! 
Gifted with extraordinary talent?— No! In what, 
then, cansiata the charm of hie society? He haa 
passed through the hands of that 

" CelegtJBl AlchfinJEt, who^ skill uniold. 
Can, with a. tourh, turn all our drosi lo gold." ^, 

Love to his Divine Master seems everything b>, 
and has done all things for him : so that it is difB- I 
cult for the gayest votary of pleasure, or the ' 
proudest heir of this world's prosperity, to witnesa li 
the independent, yet humble demeanour, the unob- I 
truaive, yet sclf-coUected bearing of D — , though 
but a poor Irish Inspector, without an involuntary 
feeling of respect. 

The rules of polite society, whioh an admired 
writer has so eloquently explained, and commended 
lo his son, may communicate an artificial gloss to a 
rough and unpromiBing exterior, and, in the absence 
of a higher principle, keep in check naturally rude 
or selfish qualities; but, like weeds whose heads 
have been cut off hy an unskilfiil gardener, they 
will rise up at every shower of contradiction, and, 
though artfully concealed from the eye of public 
jnvestigatioa, poison or embitter the sweet springs 
If' domestic ei^oyment, 



The Almighty Spirit thnl moved upon the face of 
the waters, and reduced a chaotic maea into order, 
life, and beauty, can alone expel the evil weeds 
rooted in the human heart when man, by diaobe- 
dienee, fell. St. Paul has drawn for us, in the 
13th of the lat of Corinthian a, a true and glowing 
picture of the essential quality in which consists not 
only the theory, but the practice of true politeness, 
and the sovereign influence of this Divine prin- 
ciple, while it refines the manner changes the heart, 
and gives to it an adaptation for the society of ihe 
blessed in heaven. Can it, then, be a matter of 
surprise, that the scholar of so great a Teacher 
should be an inatructive and enterlaining comps- 
nion? No I surely; and we only wiah that we 
could communicate to others a feeling of tliat 
delight with which we have heard this humble fol- 
lower of his crucified Master enpatiste on the riches 
of redeeming love, and the wondrous ways by which 
the Lordof Glory accomplishes liis Divine purposes. 

" Ah [" said , and he laid his hand on his open 

Bible as he spoke, " (here is no cross that we meet 
with here below, but we shall yet find adding, as it 
were, a sparkle to our crown of rejoicing." 



THE SAND-PIT. 



n my way lately," continued , " to 

le of the Irish schools in ray district, and 
under my arm I had a parcel uf Irieli Testsment^ 
It waa a fine bracing morning, and, reading my book 
as I ifcnt along, without looking only now and then 
before me, I never noticed a pit on one aide of the 
road until I was fairly lodged at (he bottom of iL 
Stunned I surely was by the fall, but not to ray 
injured. The Lord saved me from breaking my 
bones. Two men that were working near, seeing 
what had happened, kindly came to help me out. 
I picked up my books as well as I could, and, 
thanking Ibem for their civility, waa going on, 
irliGn one of tliem ran after me with n Testament 
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1 he had foiiDd in the pit. ' If you knew,' 
Mid I to him in Irish, ' what is in that book, you 
might not be so ready to port with iL' ' Why, then, 
what is in it?' aaiil he, ' Only have patience and 
listen,' says I; and with that, opening at St, Paul's 
First Epistle to Timothy, chap. i. 15, I read, 'It is 
a faithful aaying, and worthy of all acceptatiatt, that 
Christ JesuH came into the world to save sinners.' 
' In that case,' says the boy, ' he must have come 
to save me, for 1 am a great sinner.' 'Never 
doliht it,' says I : and so we went on, he walking 
by my side, and I reading and explaining to him, 
till the deaire entirely possessed him to have the 
book. ' What use would it be to you that cannot 
read the Irish?' aiiid I. ' Can't I go to an Irish 
school, that 1 know of, and learn to read itf 
answered the poor boy. However, being willing 
to by him a little more, 1 told him that I was 
going to the town, about two miles off, and tltat if 
be came to me after Divine worship on the next 
day he should have the Testament and the blessing 
of God, and my blessing with it. Well, the next 
morning I was balancing in my mind whether he 
would be as good as liia word, and, as the day drew 
on, I began to be afraid of him ; when up cornea 
the buy, quite out of breath, after hunting for me 
all over the town. Indeed, I take blame to myself 
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for having forgotteu in my haste (a tell the poor 
fellow where I lodged. Being now altogether satis- 
fied as to his sincerity, I gave liim my best advice, 
and my heart's prayer went with him, when he 
buttoned the Testament under liis coal, close enough 
to his heart, and signs by ; that boy is now the very 
first reader in the Irish school, and preparing to be 
&n Irish teacher himself; having received from the 
blessed Word the knowledge of the truth as it is in 
Jesua : so that my fall into the pit, which, when I 
felt myself stunned and a Utile bruised, I considered 
to be a misfortune, was, through the blessing of 
God, the means of rescuing a poor ignorant sinner 
from the power of Satan and the pit of destruction ; 
and I hope that it will be a lesson to me all my life 
long." 

" Yes ; and to me too, ." 

" Oh, then, may the Lord richly bless it to you ! 

T surely we need every one of us, high iind loir, 

r to remember, that though there be now and then a 

I Uttle darkening of our sky, yet, in the end, He 

maketh all things work together for good to thow 

ibat love him." 



THE SCHOOL-HOUSE. 



Our IriiJi-speaking peasantry, 

In quest of tniih, gtw daily toldi 

And tittle cliildcen soon nil! be 
Fat beller taught dian many oldei 



It is difficult to preserve in a written detnil, be it 
Ever BO faithful, the originality and pathos by which 
Borne of the Irish expressions find their way direct 
to the heart : and there was a simple earnestness in 

the manner of , a kindling up of counti^nance 

as he Bpoke, a smile on the lip when his theme was 
one of joy, nnd a sadness in the eye when he dwelt 
upon any darker shade of his people's character, 
that at once interested the feelings in his aubjecl, 
and made the scenes that he described pass in 
mental vision before the listener. At one time, 
speaking of his own experience, he said, " I was in 
the depths of ignorance when I £rst of al) took in 
the Irish Testament. It was then that the 



^^dt 



i 



^ 



f l! . Til, .cao.i-HO..,. 

Uesied Word wliich I was endeavouring to make 

out, cauglit hold of my heart, and never let it go 

until, one by one, I was fairly beateu out of all my 

entrenchments ; for I was, aa it were, barricaded 

up, and fouglit hard before I would let myeelf be 

freed; and it is just the same way with many of the 

Irish teachers. They begin with no wish, but just 

to earn Humething by instructing others to read 

the Irish Bible. By and by, the Word of God 

cubs off the scales, and Ihey see the light j at first 

_ dimly, then clearer and clearer, till the perfect day 

t breaks in, and they go on their way leaping for joy. 

Let only the Word of God have free scope, and it 

vill work on; and why not! Is it man's devices 

that will stop the sword of tlie Spirit from cutting 

right and left when once it is drawn out of the 

scabbard; though, for our good, we may hare a 

trial of patience now and then, just to let ua see that 

the work is the Lord's. And so I told our dear 

precious minister it would be at Ventry, where 

twelve months ago, though not one convert, that 

is, openly avowed, could be found — I knew how 

many spent the long winter evenings over the Irish 

r Kble ; ay, and many an hour of the night too ; and 

I vhen our other noble friend began to be dis- 

I beartened, didn't I tell him to wait a little longer 

I and he should see great things. And haven't my 
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!■ more than come to pass I Look at Veiitry ! 

irhea Mr. G 1 himadf, witli his coat off to be 

light for the work, and liis brother minister to help 
him, with myaeif, and the Irish readers, and ax 
many boys as ve liked to call, set about throwing 
two old cabins ioto one large apartment for a school- 
room — a. plensanter day than that I never hope to 
spend—Mr. G— — -r laughing for the life of him, 
and cheering ua all on ; and, though our tools were 
□one of the best, we did great execution. ' Please 
your Reverence,' says one of the hoys to Mr. 
G -r, 'how long was the battle of Ventry Har- 
bour in fighting ?' ' A year and a day, aa the old 

story goes,' replied Mr. G r. 'Ay, but the 

battle that we're now engaged in will last not a 
year and a day only, hut all our Uves long,' said 
the boy ; and with that there was great applause. 
But I beg a thousand pardons for taking up your 
time in this way. Sure 'tis yourself knows how that 
same school-room grew, and how the great lady, 

now a saint in heayen, helped Mr. G r to fitr- 

niab it i and how neat it looked with tlie forma, and 
the desks, and the nice pulpit : so that it would 
puzzle a knowing eye to make out our old friend 
the mud cabin. But the crown of all was to see the 
congregation assembled there, crowding outside, that 
bad no room, and the beautiful service of the Church 
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of England ; and himself (that's Mr. G ^r) in the 

pulpit declaring the blessed truth, that the * blood of 
Christ cleanseth from all sin.' Myself was of some 
use, instructing the converts from Dunquin, and 
others that had no English. But when the Lord 

gives Mr. G ^r his heart's desire, to have an 

Irish-speaking clergyman fixed at Ventry, and a 
church large enough to hold them, why then we 
shall have a jubilee in earnest." 



THE IRISH EXAMINATION. 



The testimony and the I 
From both our rule of 1 
Bat oh ! the Goepera bl 
It makes our very heari. 



" It would have done jour heart gi»d to have 
been at tlie last meeting of the Irish teachers at 
Ventry. Tlie achool-room was full, from fop to 
bottom, with teachers and scholers. At the upper 

end stood Mr. G r, myself at the lower, and the 

Curate of Dingle on one aide. When we had Eong 

a hymn and prayed, Mr. G r gave out the 

questions in English — my business being to trans- 
late them into Irish for the teachers, and to receive 
their answers again, giving the sense of them in 

English to Mr. G r. Il was fine to hear the 

scriptjiral replies of these poor unlearned men, 
many of them having contended for the truth, and 
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with honour), Sullivan, was the first who hod the 
CDUTBge in the face of day, of the people, and of 
the priest (for himself was walking up and down 
the road with a hurse-whip in his hand), to bring 
his infant into the school-house to be publicly bap- 

tiaed by Mr. G r. These are the freemen of 

Kerry, the unshrinking hearts to whom she ia to 
owe her true liberty; and to see them giving an 
answer tbr the hope that was in them, with the Word 
of God in their handa, and hia love in their hearts, 
standing in that very schoot-room which the Lord 
had prepared to shelter them, was enough to melt 
a heart of stone ; and when the examination was 

over, the Curate says to Mr, G r, ' Never till 

this day did I feel the great value of the Irish 
Society. I had the advantage of you, for knowing 
Irish well I understood (he teachers' answers, and 
all I can say is, that from this hour you have me 
bound to tlie cause, heart and hand, for ever,' 

Was not that a nice hearing for Mr. G r and 

ttyself? " 



THE TRIUMPH OF KERRY. 
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The Psradise orearth, 'lia knuwn, 
And non for mental cultivation, 

Old Ireland's pridp il sholl he shown, 
And every conn try 'j« admiration. 



B Bight," Bud , "to behold, 

tevet ne go, the Lord opening a door to let the 
1 Soeiety in. More than lialf of my sand is nin 
and I may not long be spared to testify to the 
l; but I have two sons (fine boys) ready and 
.ng to take up the cross when my poor band 
hold it no longer ; and if we consider the great 
gB tlie Lord has done for a* lately, who would 
bo strengthened to persevere ? Wliy, it is 
igh to be a Kerry-man now, to have notice 
I those high in station. In Ehiblin city itself, 
re I was called up lately Ut attend a meeting 
he Irish Society, in a grand round room called 
Rotunda, a noble lord (I believe his name was 



r 



k 



Lord Roden) addressed hia diBcaurse entirely to 
die Irish teachers; and if the tears did not come 
eyes, end our hearts bum within ns, 
at all the kind things he said, and the way in 
which he said them. He seemed to forget alto- 
gether that he was a great man, and to feel 
quite and Exactly like one of ourselves ; or, per- 
haps, he might be thmking loo much of the gloty 
of the Lord of aU, for human distinctions to be 
cumbering him. As to myself, I don't know how 
I felt : my very heart was melted within me, to see 
BO many of the Lord's people assembled, and Kerry 
cutting such a figure; and, just then, who should 
I see standing on his tip-toes, but our own Mr- 
Bob. He caught my eye in a moment, and gave 

me a look, as much as to say, ' Well, D -, isn't 

this a great day for us ? ' There's no use in talking, 
but it got the better of me entirely; — the gt«nd 
room and all the company began to swim before 
my eyes, until I fairly wished myself back agun in 
Dingle. But some way or other I was cheered, 
and strength put into me, by the wonderful thing* 
the Lord was doing for poor Ireland — -the hundreds 
and the thousands that were reading the Bible in 
the native tongue at King's Court and elsewhere — 

nothing to be compared to the great ' 
Ventry. And when it was till over, and w 



gcung out, to think of such an honour (for the 
truth's sake) being put upoD a poor ignorant man 
like myself, aa for a lady to shake hands nith nie, 
and inyitB me to spend (he evening at her house, 
where, to be sure, I was genteelly treated and well 
examined, and had a power of questions to anawer 
about Ventry (where the famous old battle was 
fought), and where the Lard has gained a victory 
and raised up a standard that the enemy cannot 
beat down, though they come in like a, flood 
against it. To all these questions I gave satisfac- 
tion according to my ability. But I woa grieved 
afterwards to discover, that in my fear of saying 
too much, I had underrated the number of con-, 
verta. But if God spares us Co give in our accounts 
again, we shall do it with the more joy, and espe- 

dallj as i hear for a certainty that Mr. G r 

intends shortly going to England, where the people 
are as rich as they are generous ; and just telling 
them about Ventry, and Dunquin, and the Blaa- 
kels — about the church, and t!ie clergyman's house, 
and the schools that he hopes to build — as wonder- 
ful a story as ever was told, and withal a true one." 




" Chasitt besreth all things ;" and never Man this 
Divitiely-iii spired assertion mare sweetly exempli6ed 

tlian by the manner in which related his 

miraculous deliverance from an enraged multitude 
who, resolved upon his destruction, had assembled 
against him amid the wildest solitudes of Ilia native 

Where the grey misls their fleecy mantles iptead, 

Above the awful cliffs of Sybil Hesa. 
A young man inhabiting a neighbouring village 

(whom had been instrumental in bringing to 

a knowledge of the truth), had a mother lying on 
the bed of death. The son had spoken to the 
parent, of that precious Saviourso lately fovmd[ gnd 
longed to hear from the lips of the Irish teacher 






BMnething tbat might cheer lier fotDling apirit ere 
it passed into Ihe world unseen. Her son accord- 
ingly sent for , Though ever ready to attend 

the cnll of duty, yet he was a huahand and a fathpr; 
and the consciousness that his helpless family 
depended on his salary for their support, might 
have added to the tenderness of his afibclion to- 
wards them. He had been informed that a storm 
of priestly wrath was gathering round his head ; 
and that on the preceding Lord'a-day, a curse had 
been pronamiced from the altar on all that should 
hear or harbour him. £ut the command was given 
to go fonvard, and forward he went. 

It was as solitary a road ae foot of pilgrim ever trod. 
There the wide ocean spread its apparently inter- 
minable waters, rushing into the deep caverns, or 
breaking against the rocks in foamy pride. And 
there, arose these lofty mountains, aud steep cl.iffs 
that seldom meet the stranger's eye, save as objects 
of terror to tlie midnight mariner ; a scene more 
desolately grand can liardly be imagined. Not a 
tree, — scarcely a human habitation relieves the mind 
from the contemplation of netiu^'a most awful cha- 
racters. Through these deep solitudes tlie Irish 
inspector bent his way. He was alone ; save his 
God and his Bible, he had no companion. Tlie 
sword of the Spirit was the only weapon he knew 
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to wield ; but thai be felt to be a defence both on 
the right hand and on the left. UmnoleBled, he 
approached the village, and aa he entered the cot- 
tage of the dying, hia salutation of " Peace be with 
you ! " waa answered feebly but gratefully by the 
poor woman, who lay on B bed of straw in one 
corner of the wretched cabin. The young man, 
her son, Bat near the bed, and at a little distance 
stood a woman and a strange man, who regarded 

with a watchful and menacing aapect. 

Unmindful of Ma dork looki, the measenger of 
peace spoke to the poor au&brer of the " Lamb of 
God that takcth away the Bins of the world," and 
exhorted her to cast her soul for pardon and for 
peace on Chriat Jeaus, and on him alone. The 
dying creatnre clasped her hands, and by short hut 
fervent exclamationa expressed that she received 
comfort and hope from hia words. He then knelt 
down and prayed " that the Irfjrd might.be with her 
in the valley of death, and receive her soul into 
everlaatbg life;" and was about to read some 
verses in the Bib*lB, when the man whom he had 
before ahacrved, rudely seized bis arm and ex- 
claimed, " Enough of this I You will be soon dealt 
with as you deaerve, and your preaching put an end 
he priest waa so angry with that poor dying 
for allowing her aon lo listen to you, that 



be Tcfined to prepare her for death, until a womaD, 
who especled to be a, motber, knelt duwn to Implare 
him ; and her he could not refuse, knowing thut if 
b^ did, the child would not live.) " So begone 
from this, without you wish to bring your blood to 
the bed of the dying ; for if you stay here live 
minutea longer, the house will he pulled dawn over 
your head. They are coming that will give you 
your wages for all the converts you have made." 
The poor woman, on hearing this, slretuhed out her 

feotiie onns to , as if to protect liiin from his 

enemies. But he told her not to fear for him, for the 
Lord, whom he trusted, would he hia shield. Her 
Bon, who had been anxiously looking out ^t the 

door, now came in and whispered, " D to fly 

fur hii lifLi, for tliat he could perceive a crowd, 
armed with slicks and atones, approaching the 
house." ■ — — caholy put up his Bible, and telling 
the poor woman that he hoped tliey would yet meet 
(justified spiiits before the throne of God), he 
left the cabin and crossed to the opposite aide of the 
load, where » steep cliff arose and extended for 
Borne distance upon his homeward way. He had 
Bcarcely walked a hundred yards, having (he rock 
on one side as a defence, when he perceived a 
number of people coming in a tumultuous manner 
towards hhii. He saw their angry looks, and heard 
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their lavage cries ; and though he felt as if the 
bitterneBB of death were near, he was not dismBjed, 
nor did his presence of mind for a mDment forsuka 

They commanded him to stop, which he did) 
and raising his voice to its loudest pitch, demanded, 
in the name of God, to be quietly permitted U) 
speak a few words. " As he aaks it In the name of 
God," said an elderly man who waa a little in ad- 
vance of the rest, " let ua hear what he has to say." 

"I ask you, then," said , "in that great and 

awftil name, why you have come out against a man 

who never did you any harm, and only wished you 

good ?," " Our answer ts," replied [lie first speaker, 

e resolved to have your blood, because. 

e know you to be a spy, and a tum-coat; and 

r priest told us last Sunday that you have one 
hundred pounds from Government for every one 
you can get to leave the true Church. You have 
already taken two boys out of this parish by your 
arts and your Bible reading. One of these has just 
run off across the fields to bring the police upon 
ua; but we will settle you long enough before they 
can come ; so prepare for death, for we will maka 
ihort work with you." "You may murder me, to 

be sure," «aad D , " for I have, as you see, no 

power to resist you. But hear me proteit, before 



you commit so great a crime, [hat what you liave 
heard of me is a Mack and detestable falsehood, 
I never was promised one farthing from Govern- 
ment. I am a poor man, like yourselves, as you 
oil know ; and if to read the Word of God in our 
own native tongne, to those for whom the King of 
glory ehed his precious blood upon the cross, be a 
crime deserving of death, then you are free to dip 
your hands in my blood ; but remember \on ndl 
have to answer for it before God; and mind I tell 
you, that if you kill me, there will be three Ilisli 
teachers sent in roy place. You wjl ha\e the 
military upon you, and not one of \oli will be 
Buffered to escape." A silence of some moments 
followed this appeal ; — for there is a dignity in tnte 
courage, to which the most savage natures pay 
involuntary homage. At length several voices 

called out to the man who bad first spoken to , 

"What ate you about? Do you intend to stay 
talking to the apostate till the police ace upon tis? 
Out of the way that we may have at him." "I will 
not stir a step tiutil be answers me one more ques- 
tion," said the man. " Then take your chance with 
him," was the reply, accompanied by a ihower of 

stones, oue of which struck to the ground, 

and another hit the man neat him on the head 
knocked off his hat, which so enraged him. 
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picking up a large stone, he. hurled it amid the 
crowd. A cry immediately aroae that a girl waa 
killed i and her lelationa preeaing forward to be 
revenged, the battle bEcame general, during which 

poor D contri\'ed to get away and conceal 

himself in a hollow of the cliif, until tlie police 
coming up, with severs] gentlemen, dispersed the 

combalanta ; and D , wlioac strength naa now 

quito exhausted, foimd himself surrounded by his 
firiesda. The house of the neighbouiing clergyman* 
opened its hospitable doors to receive him, and 
there he was welcomed as a brother. The God in 
whom he trusted had raised dlBBension among his 
enemies; and thus, like St. Paul, he was delivered 
from their murdcroiu hands. But it was sometinie 
ere he recovered the hurt in his back : his frame 
had received a general shock ; and when he thought 
of his wouderful pceeervation, the fortitude which 
stood the hour of trial gave way, and he wept like a 
^_ child. 

^^^fa Ad individual who had been listening with deep 
^^H Attention to D — — 's simple and affecting detail of 
^^^B the circumstances juet related, indignantly ei- 
^^^1 claimed, " What cowardly inhuman wretchei^ to 

r 
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kindness ! " " Ah, Sir ! " said D , with a look 

that might have become the beloved Apostle, an 
expression of benevolence and compassion in his 
pale but fine countenance that well evidenced how 
truly the charity which beareth all things, was his — 
<'Ah, Sir, blame ihem not; they knew not what 
ihey did. A few years ago, and I might have been 
led to act the same part, and even thought that I 
was doing God service. All praise be to his holy 
name, who has called me out of such darkness into 
his marvellous light" 
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THE LANDSCAPE. 



All around us, all above, 
Speak thy praises, God of love : 
Lake, rock, mountain, flower, and tree, 
All unite to worship thee. 



Reader, should you feel no interest excited by the 
humble individual with whom, for the last few 
pages, you have been conversing, close the book, or 
seek a more attractive subject, for my heart's desire 
is to win, not weary you. But if, on the contrar}*^, 
you think that a poor Irish Inspector may prove a 
more agreeable and instructive companion than 
many with whom it has been your lot to feel time 
pass *^ with leaden pace and slow," I would invite 
you to a seat in a window, commanding one of the 
loveliest landscapes in Erin's isle, and direct your 
glance across the lake to the wooded sides and 
Alpine summits of Glena, or where Mangerton 
extends his giant front of mountain solitude, and 



Ton, in lofUr and more beniitiful sublimity, looks 
dowu upon the Paradise below ; or to the rigbt, 



Where once the grea 
And baAe his mouDti 
HU vill their pleuut 



O'DonoghiHi hore sway, 
I, hi> commsnil Ihi 



Uw. 



Or where the venerable woods of Cahimane, and 
the ever-yorying foreflta of Muckross stretch be- 
neath ; atid far to the left, in one rich glow of 
autumnal sliadt, intermingled with the darltly-po- 
liahed green of holly and arbutus, amid which 
the Abbey rears ita lime-wom ivj'ed tower; and 
fiulher stilt, seen at the termination of such a glen 
aa Spencer might deacribe, where 

A fall of vraten.f while with eddying foam, 
Impetuoufl niah from out their mounraiii home ; 
Fringe the dark rocks with ahoweta of diamond spraj', 
And in a winding river aleal sway. 

And then, perchance, having thought, as the writer 
oA boa done. If the garden of Eden (oiu first 
parenta' sinless dwelling-place) was in aught fairer, 
it roust indeed have for exceeded man's imagining, 
I would bid you turn from the great Architect's 
creation, to man, hta last, his crowning 
I whosa wonderfully constructed form, 






utie. 
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faghioDed according to his own image, he breathed 
the spirit of unextinguishsble being: to man, not 
condemned beneath the curse of disobedience: to 
man— not the slave of Satan, dead in trespaaseB 
and sin — but to man, redeemed, restored, renewed ; 
the defaced image of his God restamped upon his 
heart with an impress never, never to be erased; 
sealed with the signet of Einmaiiuera dying love, 
and signed with that blood which cleanseth from 
all sin. Oh, reader! with what dignity is not that 
man invested, though he be but the poor Irish 
Inspector now before you! 

Often have wc seen him weaiy, but never 
dispirited. The district over which the Irish 
Society had made him inspector, though exten- 
sive, was not OS wide as the charity which impelled 
him to undertake fatigtiing journeys beyond its 
limits, into the remoter parts of this most interest- 
ing country, to apeak a word of counsel or of com- 
fort to those who knew not to express their wanla 
and wishes b; a syUahle of English; ^d most he 
delighted to tell of the love with which the con- 
verts to the trtith in these solitary villages rec^ved 
him. " Tired I was," said he, " the last time I 
went to Ventry, but there was rest I thought not of 
jr me. Who should I see but poor Sol- 
• of our first converts, coming to meet me 
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with his little borse. In a minute I was mounted, 
and he running by my side, telling me all the 
news; — ^how the school-house was furnished with 
more than sixty children, all beginning to read like 
any clerks ; how every Sunday there was no room 
for all that were coming; how Paddy Connor was 
stirring up the natives at Dunquin ; and how the 
wild Islanders at the Blasquets were beginning to 
make inquiries; and how J03rful and proud the 

neighbours were to see Mr. G r, on his return 

from Dublin ; and how himself (Heaven bless 
him !) shook hands with them all, as if each one of 
them had been his son or his brother. Body and 
soul was refreshed by that ride. 



THE ARREST. 



" It is Bheme I sbould be taking to myself," laid 
the Irish Inspector, " that 1 am not more willing 
to encounter loss for my Master. Wlien I think 
of what many of the poor converts are auffering 
for Hia name's sake — hunger and thirst, and wea- 
riness, and, worse than all, the reproaches of those 
they love. Ah ! 'tia little the happy Chriatians 
that can read their Bibles in peace and plen^ 
know, what a poor Irishman exposes himself to, 
when he resolves to follow the footsteps of hia cru- 
cified Saviour. But Mr, G-— r knows it, who 
kept many of the poor fellows olive when the 
neighboura would not be even allowed Co sell them 
r Bpotalae. And what ere their trials compared with 
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id by the blessed martyrs of ancient 
days? And yet I thought myself very badly used 
once that I waa put in boDds." 

" When was ihnt, D ?" 

" And did you never hear of it 7 It was eame 
years ago, before you came to the country, when 1 
was first employed as an Irish reader, just when 
Captain Rock waa in his glory; the military quar- 
tered all about, and little need of the moon, for 
the burning bousee at night gave light, and too 
much of it. I waa then within two miles of Butte- 
fant, where there were a few pour people tbiit 
delighted to hear me read the Irish Bible, and the 
more as the troublea grew about them. There 
might be as good aa ten of ua in one poor man's 
houae. The hour was lale, so we ahut the door ; 
and, having a candle and a bit of fire, we were 
veryanugi — the poor people liBtening to me and 
asking me questions, which I waa not alow tu reply 
to — my answers being from the Word of God — 
when auddenly, at the height of our happinesa, we 
heard the tramping of footsteps outaide. Presently 
the door came in with a kick, and after it came a 
great tall Corporal, followed by a score of red- 
coats, ' We have him, my lads,' said he, point- 
ing to myself; ■ vre have caught Captain Kouk in 
the midst of his treasonable practicea. And what 
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bave we liere ? ' cries the hero, rudely tnatohing at 
my Bible ; ' one of hie law books. Ill teach him 
to miike laW9, that I will ! Tie hie hands 1 say, 
behind his back, Bnd secure the other fellow, 111 
give them Bomething else to do beside burning 
houses!' I opened my month once or twice, but 
it was vain for me to protest that we were innocent, 
and only provoked oaths and bad usage ; so we 
were inarched off like malefactors, and put into the 
barracks at Builefant, until the morning. The 
young man (hat guarded me was civil, to do him 
justice, and 1 did not lose the oppartmiity of speak' 
ing to him. He appeared softened, and, though he 
could not renture lo untie my hands, he loosened 
the rope which had cut my wrists, and then I slept 
finely till the morning, when Sir Hugh Gough him - 

self came to examine us. ' So you, , have beeo 

taken heading a midnight meeting of theie ahan* 
doned miscreants, who are disturbing tlie peace of 
the country,' said Sir Hugh. ' I have been told m 
much, Sir,' I replied, ' though it may be hard to 
prove it against me.' ' This here book ia proof 
enough,' cries the Corpora]; ' I found it in his 
hand, Sir, with all his treason written down in it.' 
' Give the book to me,' said Sir Hugh. With thU 
he took the hook and opened it, and turned it upside 
b.Aown, with a very perplexed ci 






a nothing of it — not 1 1 ' eaid Sii Hugh : ' in 
what language is it written t' ' In our own native 
language. Sir,' I replied : ' it is the old Irish cha- 
racter.' ' Captain Rock's rules drawn up in Irish, 
no doubt, Sir Hugh,' cried the wise Corporal. The 
wind is quite fair, Sir, if jau think fit to send him 
and his gang to join the convicts at Cave.' ' Fair 
and eolllj, fi-icttd!' said I; 'there is no such 
hurry in the matter:' and, without seeming further 
to notice the civil proposal of the EngUshinan — 
for you may ho sure he was none of our own — I 
addressed Sir Hugh. ' May I make so bold, Sir,' 
■ays I, ' as to inquire if you have an English 
Bible in your posaesaiou ! ' 'To be eure ; I have 
several at my lodgings, ' replied the officer. ' Then, 
Sir, if you will have the goodness to send for one, 
it may appear to your satiafaction that I have 
been accused wrongfully.' Sir Hugh granted my 
request, for he was a gentleman, every bit uf him : 
and, when the book was brought, ' Now, Sir,' said 
I, ' be pleased to open at the first chapter in any 
of the Pour Gospels ; and I will read the same in 
my Irish Bible, which that honest man is pleased to 
call a treasonable book, verse for verse, giving first 
the Irish, and then translating it into EngUsh, 
according lo my poor ahiUty.' So to it we went. 
Sir Hugh opened at St. John's Gospel ; but I had 



to 
to 



not read ten vei-set, when he laid dtrwn the book, 
and, frowning at our friend the Corporal, ' Here i» 
a pretty blunder of yours ! ' aays Sir Hugh. With 
that, I told his Honour my name, and how 1 was 
employed by the Irish Society to read the Word of 
God in the native tongue to the poor, and how 
grateful 1 felt that he had given me a patient 
bearing. He looked at me with great kindness, 
and turning to the Coqioral, ' You have acted,' 
■aid lie, > with unwarrantable severity. See bov 
that good man's arms liave been hurt by the rope 
with which you tied them I 1 tell you, Sir, that if 
there were many such men in this country, and 
many such hooka iu their hands, we should have 
little need of blunderers such as you to keep the 
peace.' With that, he put his hand into his pocket, 
and gave me half-a-crown, telling me to get a good 
breakfast, and ordering the same for the other poor 
men. And when the troops were on parade, that 
very same day, he took me from rank to rank, 
•homing me to the soldiers, and telling them to 
beware how they ever laid a finger on me again. 
And whenever I happened to meet him after — no 
matter where it was, or who was by — he would put 
out his hand to shake hands with mej and very 
useful I found the respect that he showed me, in 
ibese times of rebuke and trouble." 
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e gratified expression 
while he related this anecdote, evinced how much 
depends upon those whom the Lord, in the order of 
hiB providence, has placed in exalted stations. 
Holy Writ assures us, that ■' the sMelda of the 
earth belong unto God." But if, instead of 
becoming to his poor afflicted people as shields, 
to ward off the arrowa that are shot at them, they 
make themselves spears to pierce the bosoms they 
should have sheltered, or, sunk in the aputhy of 
self-indulgence, use not their intrusted (alent, as 
surely as the Word of God is true, if timely repent- 
ance be not vouchsafed them, tbe doom of the 
unprofitable servant shall be theirs. 

How lovely is the reverse of the picture! How 
cheering to behold it, as (thanks be to God 1) we 
do now, even in some of the uuhlcs of our land — 
the pride and glory of our country ! They are, 
indeed, in the fullest sense of the inspired declara- 
tion, the shields of the earth, moulded by the hand 
of Jehovah, and prepared in his celestial armoury; 
they feel that, 'mid all the distinctions conferred 
upon tliera, to belong unto God is the highest ; — 
to set up His holy banner, and invite all within 
Iheir influence to rest beneath its shade; toshrinlt 
not from the contest between the powers of light 
and darkness, but stand in the front of the battle, 
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reviving the hearts of the timid, and lightening the 
burden of the weak; to bid religious instruction 
dispel the deep shadows of mental glo<nn ; to be 
the orphan's stay ; and bid the widow's heart sing 
for joy. These are the high privileges, the faithful 
exercise of which, consecrating the advantages of 
rank and fortune, render their happy possessors 
living epistles, " Known, and read of all men." 



THE OLD IRISHWOMAN, 



Oh, ibea, how old me you, Astore I 
ruk il as a friend and brolher." 



PUT IrisTi Inspector once on the diffi- 
culty of awaking the aged to even an expression of 
anxiety for tlieir soul's salvation, ivliile they are 
sufficiently nUve to the wants of the poor perishing 
body; "Yet," he said, "we should not be dis- 
couraged, but labour on in faith and patience, 
knowing that with God nothing is impossible. 
And you put nie in mind to tell you of an old 
woman, perhaps the oldest in the county— for she 
has numbered sixteen years beyand a century — and 
yet what do you think of her tliat repeated every 
word of ' Death and the Laiiy' for me in Irish, 
without once going wrong. It may he about three 
years ago that I went into a cabin, just a little on 
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the road aide, not far from K . There waa no- 
body in the houae (nil being employed outride at 
dte potatoes) but thia old woman ; and ahc, poor 
■oul, lying all alone, waa riglit glad of a little chat 
in Irish with mc. I soon found that she was in the 
ububI state of ignorance, having her hope aet upon 
mythtng but the Lord Jeaua ; but atiil it wae a mercy 
that ahe botli could and would hear what I bad to 
Bay. AAer stating the truth simply, as I knew it, 
and reading some passagea Irom the Word of God, I 
Baked a blesaing on what had been spoken, and went 
my way, promising to call again. It was, aa well 
a» I remember, about that time twelve months, 
that I kept my word, not without some feat that I 
■bould not find her, for ahe bod the look of great 
age, though her senses had all been spared, only 
that her eyesight waa somewhat dim. But tbera 
if aa heraelf, alone as before, and right joyful to heat 
my voice. ' Well, Julio,' said 1, ' it is a maty 
indeed that we should meet again in this wn^d. 
But what is that i ' painting as I spoke, to a great 
wooden cross that stood at the upper end of ha 
bed. ' It ia only tbe blessed cross, my dear, that 

Father sent me the otber day, being wearied 

Nidrely with coming every month such a length of 
way to hear my confeasion. So his Reverence told 
me to confeai my aina to the croaa, which uni^ 



9>f e liim B gri?st deal oT trouble, and do lae just ai 
much good be if I confeaaed Ihem to himaelf.' 
' And never a truer word than that did he speak 
in all hia life,' anid I : ' just aa much power has 
that piece of wood there to forgive you your aina as 

Father or any priesL There i'i but one that 

can pardon flin, and that is God— the God who 
has told us, in his holy Word (now in my hand), 
" not to make any graven image, or any likeness 
of any thing that is in heaven above, or that is in 
the earth beneath, or the witter under the earth, 
nor to how down to them nor worship them," Oh, 
my poor woman I it was surely the Lord that sent 
me here lo-day, to save you from committing ao 
great a sin.' Much more did I say to her, which 
it would take me too long now to mention, and 
many were the questiona I had to answer ; until, 
the people of the houac coming in, I left my bless- 
ing with her, telling her that (God willing !) 1 
would see her ere long. But, some way or other, 
six montha passed away before my foot croaaed old 
Julie's threshold again. ' I am alive yet Co wel- 
come you,' said the good old creature, ' and ten 
thousand welcomes my heart gives to you.' ' Thank 
you kindly, Julie, ' said I, ' but where is the cross t ' 
' Where should it he, but under my bed ? ' replied 
Julie; 'and yon may take it away whenever you 



pleaM ; I have no further nae of it. To God mj 
Saviour now only do I look, and coiifesa my ains to 
Him olone, who Iibb shed his own precious blood to 
wash them all out for ever and ever.' Oh, was 
not that a, blessed henring '. I knelt down to 
return thanks for the mercy that had been showed 
her. Our hearts were opened, and we shed tear* 
of joy together. She still Uves aa happy, as atead- 
&sl, as sincere a Christian, as breathes upon the 
fece of the earth. Who, then, shall leH us that it 
it too late, or bid us withhold the seed, though the 
ground appear &ozeu? Only let us trust in the 
Lord, and 'at evening time there shall be light' " 



I 



THE MOUNTAIN FOG. 



There ia dsrkncis snd mist on l!ie pilgrim's raad, 
And rough is bia jaumeyi and heavy his load ; 
Bill the douds ihal sunound shall in blessings descend : 
Who travels in fnith, iball find light h1 the end. 



It is sweet to tliink, tliat tJiere are feelings in 
wUch tbe angels in heaven, and ttie redeemed on 
earth, can mingle ; and that to both (though it may 
he in different degrees), a soul gained to Christ is 
a subject of praise and a theme of rejoicing. And 
never can I forget the deliglited expresaion of 

D 'fl counteuance the last time we met. 

" I have something lo tell you, and aomething to 
show you too," said he, drawing a paper from hia 
pocket. " Here is a piece of Irish poetry, written 
by a poor yuusg man, and if it be not taking up 
loo much of your time, I will open a little of the 
writer's history lo you. He had some time ago 
applied himself to learn Irish, and had a Testa- 



f ment ; thougli, at the period I am now speaking 
D^ he wan in great ignorance. One day that he 
and I were travelling together over a lofty moun- 
t^n, a thick fog came on, lo that m; poor dark 
comrade and I missed our way, and got into 
tcentiiei and swampR. Our case was so had, with 
the thick fog and the raio, that not knowing 
where we were going, we expected to meet our 
death upon thin wild mountain ; and thinking of 
my young companion, I said to the poor fellow, 
' Dear ^'illiam, how sad is your case ! ' ' Oh, Sir,' 
■aid he, ' what advantage have you over me ! 
Sure if I perish, you are likely to suffer the same 
&te!' 1 looked at him, and that with luoiatened 
eyes. 'No, William,' said I, 'my death would 
be no loss to tap, Tot heaven is purchased for m« by 
tke blood of Christ ; but for you, my poor boy, 
what comfort or what hope have you?' There is 
DO need of my dwelling on our further conversa- 
tion — the poem explains it aufficiently. For tba 
next three months William Roche read the Bible, 
and prayed over it in eamesL He has been n 
six months an Irish teacher, and I only hope tliat 
I am not too proud of my son in the Gospel (as 

calls himselO. But indeed, Mr, G r, and all 

that know the young man, praise God on ] 
account : and tuch dutiful letters as he writes me;' 



^?Ml<rf 



wml <rf love to hia Saviour is he, so humble and 
■o gratetal, and so firmly built up in the truth; — 
and then to think what be was a tew nionlhs ego ! 
It is the very rejoicing of my heart ! Shortly after 
our adventure on tba mountain, when poor William 
was aufiering a great deal from the priest and his 
reUtioQa, he compoEed this poem, ^ving a, deaciip- 
ti<»i of his feelings ; and to be sure, it is very fine 
in the Inah, especially the simile of the thistle, 
which, I am almost certain, would meet with your 
approbation." 

" I hope you will have the goodness to read it 

"Oh! with all the pleasure in the world!" and 
having adjusted Iiis apcctuclea, and cleared his 
voice, be commenced with a real, rich Irbh brogue, 
while his fine honest countenance glowed with 
national feeling and gratified affection, reading a 
poem in the dear native tongue, ever and anon 
glancing aromid an eye expectant of applause. 

" It seems to chime well, D ! and, from 

the way you enjoy it, I have no doubt of its merit, 
though I do not underatond a word of it." 

"More is the pity," cried D , laying down 

tJie paper with a profound sigh, " that ladies and 
gentlemen should be conversant in every language 
but their own ; though, foreseeing as much, Wil- 
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liam and I were up with the light this mornings 
and putting our heads together, we made a trans- 
lation for you, though nothing equal to the original. 
And here it is!" 

D then read, with great emphasis and appa- 
rent satisfaction, what he called a poem in English : 
and although his and William's joint efforts had 
transformed it into any thing hut English verse, 
it displayed in a manner so simply genuine the 
whole mind of the writer, and gave so touching 
a description of the trials to which he had heen 
exposed — ^to say nothing of the truly native simile 
of the thistle — that we venture to lay it hefore the 
reader, having in some degree restored its original 
metrical garh, without, we trust, injuring either its 
truth or simplicity. 



REFLECTIONS OF A YOUTH ON HIS PRESENT AND 

ETERNAL STATE. 

Translated from the Irish. 

Oh ! pity the state of a poor Irish youth, 

Whose heart has been touched with a love of the truth ! 

By father and mother renounced and forgot, 

Should he dare to do that which the priest bids him not. 



It» 



he stiaighl n 
when cold 1)1 



And Ihe lorrenls were dashing before and behind j 
And a mist of thick dsTkneia mu ovet my bead, 
And deMh-doatning clifi^ were ^1 under me spread : 
The 6sg it was dreary, the fog it was lung, 
And weakness canoe over Iho heart of the strong. 



I thought on llie dny when 
And the wicked caU rocks 
When Ihe earth should b< 



e Lord ahall appear, 
rail on them for fear; 
dack, atid the skies should 



And the grates all be summoned to give up the dead. 
And to my companion, I said, " My dear fUend, 
Sure death is approaching, and we near our end." 

" Not so," said (he good man, who stood by my side. 

And over Ihe mountain till now was my guide ; 

" The Lord when he pleases death's summons may give. 

But then the believer in Jesus shall live. 

The Word of God's truth, it is now in your hand, 

Both in your own language, and at your comraand; 

And if you don't study to follow its way, 

You shall give an account for it at the last day. 

By priest, or by father, at mother, if led, 

To give up your Bible, remember who said, 
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* The man who loves parent or land more than me, 
I count him unworthy my servant to be.' " 

The clouds, as he spake, seemed to &U from the sky ; 
Peace came to my bosom, and light to my eye. 
I said, ** As the fog is departed and o'er, 
So I will be groping in darkness no more : 
No more, like the thistle — all withered and gone. 
When the blossom falls off that the summer puts on— 
But like the green branch of the true living Vine, 
Let the world do its worst if my Saviour be mine 1 *' 



THE PRIEST'S CLERK. 



Oh, doubt not that the sainted Isle 
AnI>teorSainl9 shall be I 

That, 6noai'd bj her Maker's .^mi 
Her bliDded aong shall see. 



" The Rev, J. Todd gave latoly to the Royal Irish 
Academy, a short account of the manuscript of the 
Four Gospels of the aeventli century, and in the 
Irisli character, which is preserved in the library 
of his Grace the Archhishop of Canterbury at 
Lambeth. Tlic volume is a small quarto, in the 
minute hand called Caroline, common to all Europe 
in the reign of Charlemagne, but now used only in 
Ireland, and known as the Irish character. The 
present volume appears to have belonged to Meel 
BrJgid Mac Toman, who was ArchbUliop of 
Annagh in the ninth century, and died Anno 
Domini 925. By him it was probably sent to 
Athelstan, King of the Anglo-Saxons, who pre- 
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■enled it to the city of Canterbury. The discovery 
of this manuscript, and the aatiafactorj evidence 
which facta sBbrd of its Irbh origin, are important, 
Ba adding nnollier lo the many inatancea, with 
which we are already acquainted, of the employ- 
ment of Iriali scribes in the transcription of the 
Scriptures during the sixth and seventh centuries. 
It is now well ascertained, that ahnost all the sacred 
hooks, ao tJgUy venerated by the Anglo-Saxon 
Church, and left by her early biahopa as heir- 
looms to their reapective sees, were obl^neil by 
Ireland, or Iiiah scribes." 

While copying the above interesting article from 
B late paper, I conld not help feeling an increase of 
grateful affection towards the Irish Society, labonr- 
ing with unwearied Idndness to realore to our poor 
country that treamre of sacred knowledge of which 
■he had once been so honoured and fiuthfiil a 
guardian, and the intelligence just received from 
oiU' Irish Inspector inspires the cheering hope that 
Aa time may not be far distant when 



D had just returned from a mountain village, 

where in one large house he hod sssemhled, at the 
evening hour, one hundred and eighty people. 

■' The Iriflh scholars had their buokB," gud 



D , " and after they bad read and given tlieir 

answers, I asked the people, amongat whom were 
Bome farmers' wives. Would they lilce an Irish 
Eong? You may be sure there waa but one voice, 
and that was to have it; so I began a beautiful 
Irish hymn, and you might have heard a pin fall : 
and when it waa over, we began to talk and read 
in earnest. It waa two o'clock in the morning 
before that meeting broke up, and I had to go along 
journey with the day-break. Well, 1 have often 
thought, If I had as much exertion in any otiier 
cause, it is long ago I would have been worn out! 
but the strength is none of mine. The other day 

a gentleman said lo me, ' I hear, D , you are 

famous for converting people. Tell me, now, how 
many converts have you made in Kerry ? ' ' Just 
three. Sir,' replied I. ' Three— only three ! Well, 
what atorieB they do tell ! ' ' Yes, Sir, these three 
were my converts, but all the rest were tbe Lord's, 
These three, far a, time, were vanquished by my 
arguments, but not by the Word of God ; and signs 
by thoy went back again.' " 

" It wasn't so," said D , " with poor Dan 

II ; the blessed Word was his guide : he 

talked to mu, but it was only to that he }i(.)ded. 
Hard set he often was to lead the Bible which 
I gave him; for, being the pnesta clerk, he was 
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constantlj under bia eye. At last Uan made out a 
mug earner in the baj>loll, where he used to read 
of hia Savioar'i love, till his heart was melted 
within faiin- But one day, who should pounce 
npon him all of a sudden but the priest. It was 
now all over with poor Dan, and he wundeted 
about not knowing where to seek a quiet reUbg- 
pbce. ' What ia the matter with you, Dan V taid 
I, the next time I went the road. ' The priest has 
' taken away your gill from me,' replied Dan. ' He 
cannot take away the press from us, that is one 
comfort, Dan,' said I : ' here ia another Bible foT 
you, and eee that you don't let it go so easy as the 
laat.' ' 1 will part with my life sooner!' replied 
poor Dan, and he kept his word. He is now in 
the presence of that blesiied Redeemer, for whom, 
while upon earth, he boro teproaeh. I loved him 
as my own heart, and kindly he returned that 
love; but he was no convert of mine. It waa not 
long before Dan gave up being the priest's clerk ; 
and setting hia heart to read the Bible for hit 
iather and sisters, the second girl learned trcaa 
him tQl she became nearly as good an Irish scholar 
as himself. About this time we made him maatei 
of an Irish school, which we got up, being about 
twenty years of age and very clever. But during 
Us stay with the priest, ho got a cold which trarei 



left him, and his cheat becoming very paitifiil, he 
came over to spend a month 'with me, and might; 
fond my children were of Dan. Tliough growing 
wealccr every day, he was early and late at hie 
Bible. There ia a lai^e tree in my little garden, 
with bronching-aut houghs, in which the boys 
made seals, — they call it the achool-room. There 
poor Dan used to eit on a fine day, studying his 
Bible, and conversing on the Kubjcct now dearest 
to bim, of all the love of Him who had taken away 
the sting from death and robbed the grave of its 
victory. At length the poor fellow left us, and 
great was our sorrow when he bade ua farewell ( 
for weU we knew it would ho the last one ; and sure 
enough he died the very day aller he got home. 
But there were hope end comfort in his death, and 
hifl last words were words of peace. Shortly nfler, 
the priest came, and demanded the poor lad's 
Bible. ' I have it safe,' said the old man, ' and 
safe I will keep it. In this blessed volume my 
poor child found the truth, and here 1 will seek for 
iL I have loat my five sons : the last is now gone 1 
I have just laid the hope and staff of my age under 
the clay ! I have seen the green head of youth on 
its last cold pillow ; but I am aure that my child is 
hnppy, and I wiU never break my word to him nor 
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give up the book that he left to my safe keeping 
with his parting breath/ 

" This," said D , " I had from the old man 

himself; for I was not long absent from him when 
I heard of his sore affliction. It was wonderful to 
see how his little girls could read, and the taste 
they had for Irish literature — ^the father being a 
fine Irish scholar, and giving the tone to the rest; 
so that the youngest, a wee bit of a thing, not eight 
years over her head, carried off the prize for Irish 
reading at Newmarket from all the boys — ay 1 and 
some tall men ! — and brought home a Bible nearly 
as big as herself for a reward.** 



KUCKANARO. 



jDieat Knackansre '. exalt thine bead, 
ni iohy mounlun of the dead ; 
! chun of gloomy silence break, 
Rejoicing, all thine echoes nake; 
Thou far-fani'd moual of ancient sQi 
Bdiold thy King, the Lord of Life; 
r He comes, to wage with Satan war, 
■ And give thee peace, great Kouckam 



The village of Aughrim, about two miles from 
Listowel, Id former ages the ticene of so many 
battles nhen the wild Iriah cliieftaiiiB met each 
other in deaiUy atrifc, or united to repel a foreign 
invader, and more recently Iho theatre of Captain 
Rock's nocturnal meetings, now aasumea another 
aspect, and awakens in the Christian bosom a far 
different interest. The Irish Society has extended 
its anus of love to that lone village, and given 
to the pi>or inhabitants of its few humble cottttges 
and scattered hamlets, that peail beyond all price, 
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the Gospel of the Laril Jesus Christ in their natiTc 
longuage. To the right of the village riHes Atea 
mountain, and to the lefl lowers in rude magnifi- 
cence Knuckauare, or tha mountain of slaughter; 
so named, as anuicot legends tell, from a sanguiaory 
eDgftgEtncnt which took place Ihcre between a 
Scottiah chief and Faun M'Cule, King of Ireland. 
The Scotchman having been defeated, and with all 
his followers and his two brave sons left dead upon 
the mountain, his wife Ailecn, warned by dreams 
and omens of their fate, came in all the deaalation 
of her grief to seek for her heart's treasure. Cold 
and dead upon the mountain's breast she found 
these dear objects of her love, and kneeling on 
die blood-stain 'd earth, she poured over them snch 
a lament, " that (he stoutest man in Kerry," stud 
D— — , " could not read it without a moistened eye, 
just as it is written down in this book;" opening, 
as he spoke, a small volume neatly written in the 
old Irish character. " It is one of the finest poems 

in our language," continued D -, "and hM 

heen, I am told, translated into EngUsh by Mas' 
pberBon," " Is it known who wrote the original 

poem, D 1" "Why, then, it would be hard 

to lell thot, some ancient Irish poet, no douhu" 

" But, D , I want to know what became of poor 

Aileen?" " Oh! she died of grief, W be sure. 
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Vbat else could she do, the creature ? She died, and 
die]) were all buried on Kuuckanarc It is an awful 
mouDlaiii, and a grand view of the Shannon 
it commands, with all the Eonnty Limerick. 
But the hest view is below in Aughrim, where 
the truth ia making its own way by means of 
the Irish Scriptures, When the priest wanted to 
keep me out of that parish, my answer to him was, 
that, with the blessing of God, we would gain 
Aughrim, aa we did Ventry, for we had the 
same good Captain to fight under, the tame 
banner of his blood-stained croffi, the same suit 
of glorious armour getting brighter every day, and 
the same men with a great increase: for my part, I 
can plainly see that the chain of ignorance which 
reaches from the priest to the Pope's toe, ia snapped 
ia two by the sword of the Spirit. Tliere was 
lately sitlbg with me one of our Irish teachers 
named Timothy O'Connor, who described an argu- 
ment which he had with the priest, a near relation 

" ' Well, Tim,' saya the priest, ' are you reading 
the Protestant Bible ? ' ' You may call it what you 
please, hut I think it is the Lord's Bible,' replied 
the teacher, 'but perhaps you would he bo good as 
to lend me your own Bible for a month.' ' Oh, no, 
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tua,' add Ilia lUverence, ' I could not even spareit 
to you for a day.' 

"Very lately," caid D , "a man named John 

Connell brought me hia Bible, and requested me to 
read a chapter for liim. I read the liiid. of Isaiah, 
and the xxvlith of Matthew, so as to cotntinre 
Scripture with Scripture. ' If you had called this 
way three weeks before,' said John, ' I could not 
have given you that Bible to read.' ' Is it bo short 
a time since you got it?' said I. 'No,' replied he, 
' I have had it these four years bacit, but a few 
days ago, a lad of a priest that we have in this parish 
walks in, and whips the book off of the dresser, 
and no person in the house but the children. Next 
Sunday he laid my Bible near him on the altar, so as 

I to hold it up to public scorn, but the first twist he 
took before the altar, I whipped away my book 
fcom him, and there it ia now.' 'I suppose, 
John,' said I, 'you will not leave it in bi> way any 
more.' 'Believe me,' replied John, 'that he hu < 
my leave to keep it if ever he gets it in his handt 
■gain.' ' 

" On the twenty-ninth of October," continued 
D , " 1 visited a man in the bog near Aughrim, 
named Sullivan, ' Well, Mick,' said I, as I went 
in, 'you are alive yet.' ' Alive, I am,' replied he, 



6S 

' mid will be so for ever,' ' What do you mean, 
Mick," said J. ' Only that I believe thai I shall Uve 
with the Lord fm ever.' ' Aiid, what about your 
wife and children, said I?' 'Oh,' replied the poor 
fellow, 'I am sure it woa a greater work for 
the Lord Jcbus Christ to make me Ueiiefe that 
hia blood ia sufficient to wash away all my 
iini, than to support my wife and six children.' 
The evening of this my third visit to poor Mtct, 
was so wet, and the passage to his little cahiii 
BO very bad, that the kind-hearted poor man 
felt for me. 'Never mind, Mick,' said I, 'you 
and I will have comfort for this fet. Not for 
onr afBictionB, but because we believe in tlie tnerits 
of the Lord Jesus Christ.' ' May the Lord be with 
you,' said he, 'and may your labours he blest!' 
But I wai near forgetting to teli you about James 
Moor, a convert from Popery, and for the Isat six 
months an Irish teacher. He resides in the village of 
Anghrim, and was led to bis Saviour byreoding the 
Iriih Testament; and it is a curious fact, that apoor 
Raman Catholic woman in the same village, who 
had heard the Word of God read for the flrat time, 
was BO delighted with it, that the exclaimed, ' Oh ! 
lake and read it for Jamea Moor, for if any thing 
can bring him back to bis duty to the Priest, 
that fine book will do it. ' ' Poor i 



Moor, when he heard of it, ' she little knows it 
was sfudj'ing that very book that delivered me 
from ilarkncsB tike her own.' And sure enough, 
the darknuBB has passed from him. And I am 
bold to say, that you will be of the same opinion 
when you have read this letter, which 1 received 
from James a few days ago, when he tittle 
thought that your Honour sliuuld see it, though 
he has no reason to he ashamed of hia letter," 

I "Auyhrim, December 2, 1S38. 

I "Dear Sir, — As certain circumstaocea have 
fserented me from going to Tralee at this time, 
you will have the goodness to forward by the 
bearer, Bridget Nash, my salary. I trust, that 
the life-giving Word, which by the grace of God 
is in circulation among us in our own tongue, 
wherein we were bom, will find its way, not only 
into the hovels of our benighted Roman Catholic 
brethren, who are perishing for lack of know- 
ledge, but into their hearts also. The darkness 
is pant, and the true light now shineth. There- 
fore we should strain every nerve that it might 
tihine more and more, and pray without ceasing 
that God would follow his own Word whither- 
soever it is carried, until at length righteousness 
and truth be firmly established on the ruina of 
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error and irreligion. Michael O'Flanagan, the 
Scripture-reader, desires to be affectionately re- 
membered to you. And that you may, by the 
grace of Gx)d, be kept to the end near the 
bleeding side of Jesus, is the prayer of 

" Your most obedient servant, 

''James Moor. 



" To Mr, Thomas D- 



" Irish Inspector, Aughrim" 



TRUST IN THE LORD. 



Whom in Heaven, hsve I but Thee, 
Who oti emh, but Thee desire t 
Thou ha£t set the raptiTe bee, 
Pluck'd the briind from out the fire 



tlic car from Tralee to Dingle 
;■ thrxiugh the litlle village of Avenes- 
[ Dale, threw a tract upon the road side, on which 
" Trust in the Lord." The trad 
was pitked up and delivered to the Priest, who 
producing it the next Siuidaj' after mass to Ihe 

IitHembleil people, demanded, in high indignation, 
" How anything good could be expected, when the 
enemy, not contented with sending Irish leaden 
■with their Bibles to disturb them, must be flinging 
Iheir Tracts out of the very public cars as they 
^Bsed through the country. And, only Uften," 
its added, holding up tlie cbnosious tract, "only 
3itl«n to what they have written on the cover, 



'Truat in the Lordl' was there aver auch pre- 
auinption ! 'Tniat iii Ihe Loid,' indeed!" "What 
could have made him ao angry ! " said aome of 
the people to the Irish Inspector, at thcit next 
Irish meeting in the village, "sure there was no 
harm in the words, 'Tniat in the Lord," to make 
him in auch a great pasnion." " Oh,'' said 

D , "it would have been quite ihe reverse, 

and no oiTence at all given ta his Reverence, if 
whoever wrote il npon (he Tract, liad only made 
the small difference of 'Trust in the Priest,' " 

Shortly after, as the same Priest was holding 
a station at Aveneacale, an elderly man made 
his appearance, pulling in a young man by the 
collar, " Here he is, your Reverence," said the old 
man, " I give him up to you and the Lord ! for all 
I can say to him is little use, every Any since he 
got the Irish Testament he has been at it; and of 
late be baa got a big English Bible from a 
geotleraan. It is in vain for you to be angry 
with me, bo apeak to himself." 

"You never confess now," Paddy Griffith, said 
the Priest, " what excuse have you for that ? " " It 
ia an evil report against me," answered Faddy, 
"for I am constantly confessing my sins." "And 
bow is it that you don't come to me, you foolish 
boy?" "I confess my sina to God," said Pudily, 
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"bat at the same time, I tan quite wfllmg to 
go down on my knees before these go6d people, 
and own that I am a great sinner, if jtmr 
Reyerence will do the same; for we are directed 
by the Word of God, to confess our faults one 
to another, and I believe that we are aKke sinners 
m the sight of Grod, so we should in all bmnilHy 
counsel and help one another." 

'' Turn hhn out," exclaimed the I^est. Paddy's 
terrified fiither ran to push him out of the house, 
his mother wept, his aunts and cousins crossed 
themselves ; but Faddy found an answer for them 
all in his Bible, and it is thought that the old 
people listen to him now and then, readily a 
chapter in the Irish Testament when the doer 
is shut and no fear of an informer. 
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We know that a day ia coming when our Lord 
will recognise his poor despised believing people, 
before assembled myriada ; and as he once said 
lo a poor penitent woman, " She hath done what 
she could," 80 shall he say unto them, "They have 
done what they could; they have been faithful 
over a few things, I will make them rulera over 
many things." However humble the sphere, or 
DBTTOw the circle in which a Christian moves, 
he cannot be wholly uselees, for tlie Apostle snys, 
that he is " created in Christ Jesus unto good 
works, which God hath before ordained that he 
should walk in them." These good works may 
Indeed pass unobierved by the world around, the 
evidences of the poor man's faith may appear 
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too trifling even tu attract the notice of iat 
feUow-Clirietiana ; but there is One, upon vhom 
the humblest hcart-oflering is not lostj One who 
regards with approval even a cup of cold water, 
given in love to Him. Then let not the child 
of poverty be east down or discouraged, when 
he reflects on the Lord's great mercy in giving 
hia Son to die for him, and the few proo& he 
can afford of his lovo to his Saviour by doing good 
to hi 9 brethren. The sweet promises of God 
amuring him of acceptance in the Beloved, are 
ai so many staffs upon which be can lean while 
passing through life's stormy wilderness, and if 
the outward evidences of a renewed heart be 
thus accepted by his Heavenly Father, how much 
more will the believer's spiritual sacrifice of praiie 
and thanksgiving, of prayer for bimself and fbt 
others, ascend up before the throne of grace 
perfumed with the incense of the Redeemer'! 
tigbteouaneEB, and be heard of him who hath 
declared by his holy apostle that "the eflectual 
fervent prnyer of a righteous man avaUelh much." 
It is not until that day, when the secrets of all 
hearts shall be made manifest, that we shall 
discover bow much of our national mercies aitd 
4ilessings, how much of the success of our Bible, m 
[issionarj, and School Societies bare been granted | 



lo ihe prayers of poor obicure mdiviJuals whose 
names are iinkiiowii bejond tlic limils of their 
vespecllve parishpa, and perhaps it wil! be only 
then that, we shall be able fully to understand 
the Apostle's meaning, when he says, " God hath 
chosen the foblish tbinga of the world to confound 
the wise ; and God hath chosen the weak things of 
the world to confound the things which ore mighty; 
and base things of the world, and things which are 
despised, hath God chosen, yea, and things which 
are not, \o bring to nought things (hat are : that w 
flesh should glory in his presence." (1 Cor. i 
27—29.) 

George H •■ was the second soli of ptwr 

parents, in a remote parish in the south of Ireland. 

His father, an honest and industrious peasant, 

I endeavoured to support his family by constiinl 

I (abour, and his mother, a pious woman, strove 

bring up her children in the nurture and admo- 

lition of the Lord. 

The early delicacy of George's constitution 

Induced his father to give him the best education 

e could afibrd, with the hope of his obtaining the 

Ituation of schoolmaster, and thus being eventually 

gabled to support himself. Little did his father 

1 think that the great burden of maintaining 



I 

I 



almost the nhotc family would liave aRemranb 
devolved upon poor George ! 

Having coiitinuDd at llie parish school until his 
fifteenth year, the necessitieB of George's family 
were auci!, that he felt it necessary to exert himself, 
and contribute as much as he could to their general 
support. He accordingly opened a boisU school 
for young children in hia father's house, by nhich 
he earned a few shillings iu the year, though hii 
desire to acquire knowledge nia^le him still con- I 
tinne at intervals to attend the pariah schooL 
Even at the early age of eight or nine jeara, 
George had felt concerned for the salvBtion of hii 
•oul. One evening, as be was returning firom 
school with other boys of his own age, they met a 
poor man, who entered into conversation with them; 
and, amongst other serious observations, remarkecl, 
that " although they were yonng in years, they weh 
old in sin." This remark, which at first aurprisej 
George not n little, sank deep into liis heart. Unti 
then he had thought himself a very good boy, and. 
his soul in a safe state. But now, be began to fbW' 
for himself, and to wish for instruction, thcmgli h$l 
felt a sinful shame of avowing bis secret anide^' 
At length his eldest sister, an experienced ChriitiaBii' 
long and deeply tried in the fumace of afili^ ' 
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tinSi lutving noticed the deprciuion of his spiriti, 
induced him, by her kind sympathy, to reveal the 
■ecret cause of his sorrow. To her ha opened his 
heart — from hor lie teceiyed encouragement and 
suppart. " They took sweet counsel together." 

Soon after poor George had felt |h'n &esh spring 
of conifort arising in bis heart, it pleased the Lord 
to send a faithful and pious minister to the parish, 
who took delight in instrucliug the younger part of 
his flock in the Word of Life j and under his 
fostering care George daily increased iu spiritual 
wisdom, and that knowledge which alone maketh 
wise unto salvation. At the age of nineteen, his 
paiatot appointed him to a school in the parish, and 
procured liim admission into the Education Society's 
Truning School, Kildare-placc, Dublin ; and a little 
after, through the same hind friend's eKertion, he 
was chosen as master of a school just then opened 
in another parish. To this school he was appointed 
in the early part of the year 1821, and during nine 
years, his exemplary conduct not only secured to 
him the confidence and esteem of the local pro- 
prietors of the school, but liis gentle, affectionate 
manner, won the hearts of the children, and gra- 
dually Kubdued the prejudices of tbeir parents, 

George's native parish lay on the sea-shore ; and 
although, at intervals, some well- cultivated ground 
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might be eeeii, yet the general appearance of the 
aounlry wai eslremely wild and dreary. In gome 
parts ol' [he pamh (whLch is very estenaive) you 
might trarel for milea without seeing a tree, a 
hedge, or soaioe even a bush. Tlie habitatioHB uf 
the peaaantry were generally of the moat wretched 
deecripcion, auiraunded by bog and barren rock, 
extending a dreary, cheerless waste, without pre- 
sentiDg aught on which the etranger's eye might 
net with pleasure. From emozigat these rocdu 
nnoke is frequently seen riaiug, and, en nearei 
inapcotion cabins appear, built so, as that the rack 
formj either the side or end wall uf the hut, oi 
perhe.p9 both. A few small patches of potatoes, 
barley, or oaU, may here and there be diaoemcd 
vherever soil of sufficient depth could be Found la 
nward th« toil of cultivation. Such wna almost 
Vmiveraally the fooe of the country, and as greats 
in general, was tho poverty of its inhabitants. But 
if tlie stranger coidd withdraw hk mind from d» 
contemplation of their misery, i^nd walk to the (op 
of a hill about a mile aad u-half to the south-east 
«f George's paternal mansion, he nouLd be gratified 
1^ as fine a sea-view as any part of our coast pre- 
sents. There was the mighty ocean, estendiog 
before and on either side, far beyond the limits of 
human vision. The sea jus! beneath you, andfo* 



■everal miles in extent, studdei] uith islands of 
vatioua foniu and characters of beauty : tlieae 
nearest to the main laild green and level, with 
here and there a piece of siDooth white strand ; 
those marc remote, hold, high and rocky, standing 
aa if to battle with the winda and WHve«, and to 
preserve the others from the fury of the atorai. 
On the highest part of one, a light-hause has been 
erected, and, bj turning a little, the traveller ean 
take in the whole extent of sea-view, witb its 
accompaniments of islands, rocks, and promon- 
tories, and three or four signal-towers, now not 
used, with several old castles, the mouldering 
wrecks of fonner greatness. Sometimes the picture 
is varied aud eoliveneil hy the appearance of a 
ship, or fleet of ships sailing hy, or numeraua 
finhing-boats, plying their craft nearer the shore; 
and now and then a merchant vessel, or revenuu 
cruiser, is »cen at anclior directly beneath the bill. 
Descending the mountain, by a shorter patli Ibaa 
that which leads from George's house, the loveliest 
aeeae which the pariah affords presents itself; fot 
there is the parish church, the school-hoiise, and 
the village, all prettily situated on a little bay. 
Although, for a long series of years, llie light that 
was in that church was darkness, yet the Lord left 
not himself without witnesses even in that wild and 
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Bficliided spat : thougJi the trumpet, tor a time at 
l«asl, gave hut an HDcertaiu sound, yet the peapk) 
jiTepared themselves unto the battle i and often did 
tjie Boatt««d inhabitants of thcsa maora and monn- 
tains meat together to offer up thdr united pTByere 
to Mim who nileth over all, that he would send 
unto that rciaoto part of Iiia vineyard a labourer 
\Tho would willingly spend and be spent in the 
service of hJa Lord ; aud th? prayer of faith waa not 
left unanswered. 

When Geoi^e's friend (the young minister) came 
wnonget them, he found a people who welcinned 
Itiin in the name of the Lord, and who often cheered 
hia Ueort and strengthened hia hands whilst engaged 
ia tite arduous dudes of a very large, pocar, and 
populous pansh. It was his blessed ^vilege to 
l°ad many of tlie elder people (whose minds had 
been till then unawakened) to the knowledge of 
their Lord and Saviour} and the young were led hy 
liim tbrough green pastures into the Redeemer's fold. 

Thus did this wilderness rgoice and blossom a& 
the rose ; and such was the stste of tha panih 
Vfbcn George \elt it, to tahe charge of bis new 
schoul, Tlio contrast between the two paiishc* 
WHS most sinking, not only as it regarded out-^ 
word appearaa:ei but aa to the spiritual stat« ef 
_|be people. 
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George's presenl Buliool-houae was built on llie 
aide of a hill, while yet, at some distance from il, 
the riung ground behind might be seen ; but hi you 
■pproacbed, the biielc-grouiid disappeared, and the 
Eehool-houEe eeemed to be on Che top of the hill, 
or, as the Irish poetically express it, " irhero [he 
hill divides the drop." The school-house com- 
□lands one of the finest inland views in the 
oountry: a hold outline of mountain, bounds the 
prcBpect at some miles distance, within which may 
be seen wood and water, farm-houiies and gentle~ 
men's seats, prettily situated : the spire of the 
village church, the parsonage-house, and the parish 
Bchool'iiouse, are also visibk. There is much cul- 
tivated ground to be seen, with a large tract of that 
indispensable requisite lor Irish eomfert — a turf-bog. 

The contrast between the inhnbiCaiits of both 
parishes was equally great; for whilst among the 
barren rocks that surrounded our aohoolmastec's 
first dwelling, many of the Lord's faithful though 
poor and afflicted people might be found, who 
daily sought the purifying infi-uences of the Holy 
Spirit !o sanctify their bduIs, and render them 
meet for the inheritance of the saints in light ; ia 
tjie neighbourhood of the new school, and alt 
around it, the people were devoted — one Id his 
f^rm, another (u his merchandise, and all seeking 
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their rest in litis world. " Con these dry 1 
live i" ia a thought that might arise on viewir^ ll; 
total indiflercncE wliicli tliese people manifeated 
aa to the intereata of their immortal souls. The 
Christian, mourning over such apatliy, might 
exclaim, " How long, O Lord, shall it be, ere the 
light of the GoBpcl sludl shine into the hearia of 
this people?" And BUch, prohably, were the reflec- 
tions of poor George, when he exchanged the wUd 
but dear solitudes of his native home for the well- 
cultivated plains which, to his pious enlightened 
mind, must have appeared a moral desert. But a 
change, a glorious change has been wrought — a 
wind has breathed irom Heaven upon these dry 
bones. They have iiveii, they Bhall live for ever; 
for tlicy are seeking acceptance with God, not by 
their own worha, but through the all-atoning sacri- 
fice and spotless righteousness of our Lord and 
Saviour Jeaus Christ. They have eridenced their 
love for the Word of God, and their desire for the 
spiritual improvement of their children. A foithfiil 
minister has gone forth amongst them, and they 
have wished him success in the name of the Lord, 
and valued him for his labour of love. Hovr fia 
this change was granted in answer to (he prayeM, 
r effected by the Divine blessing, on the unaa- 
rtions of our poor school- 



»i.>M) neURGE. St 

master, we cannot now diacover. But the fact, 
tliat many of tliusc who scotTed at him when he' 
first came into the parish, ere he left it united In 
silling with liim the wonders of Redeeming love, 
maj' be an encouragement to ChriBtiana, whether 
of high or low rank, when called by the providence 
of God into a parish where people are yet strangers 
to the sweet sound of the Gospel, to persevere In 
prayer for them ; trusting that whalBoever we ask of 
God, according to hia will. He heareth, and will 

For about three years previously to the opening of 
the daily school, the local patrons of it had formed 
a Sirnday -school. Young and inexperienced, they 
would, humanly speaking, have sunk into despond- 
ence, and given up the work, under the pressure of 
various disappoititments, but for the eomfort and 
support they derived from the correspondence of 
the late lamented Secretary of the Sunday-school 
Society. " it is a happy and a glorious eight," 
soys this eminent servant of God, " to see the 
Christian soldier placed (as he frequently is) in the 
world, surrounded by difficulties and dangers, yet 
upheld by the arms of iaith, and keeping fast hia 
confidcoce even to the end. The merest worldling 
can feel confidence and joy wlicn all goes on well, 
but it ia reserved for the Chriatioa to tcjwce even 



in tribulation. When ire consiiler the energy with 
which ihe children of this world, in their pursuit of 
pleasure, honour, or gain, struggle with obstacles, 
and even triumph over apparent impoBsibilities ; 
and when vrc coneider the noble and gloriouB cause 
in which wo ore engaged, siiuidd we not blush to 
think, that they ore iu their gunecation wiser than 
the children oflight!" 

Such waa the couniel by which these young 
people were encouraged to a perseTeronce, crowned 
at lengtli even beyond their expectations. On 
George's arrival in the parish, he immediately 
became a Sunday teacher, and devoted himselT 
without reserve to the spiritual and mental im- 
provement of hia scholars. Soon after the opening 
of the school, an afflictive dispensation obliged the 
family who were its local patrons, to be absent 
during the greater part of the summer, wlien the 
Bole care of tile Sunday and daily schools devolved 
upon George. On their return, no mum\ura or 
coniplaints were heard Irom the parents ; no irre- 
gular attendance was observed on the part of the 
scholars, who seemed as attentive and teaehable m 
their master was assiduous and persevering. Thni, 
from tbe day of his first appointment to the period 
of his quitting the school, poor George continued 
jlp jive univeraal satisfaetion. Independent of hi* 



pntlic duty, he was a kind friend, a most exem- 
plary son and brother, and a truly pious, humLle- 
minded Chriatian. Although for aonie years the 
emoluiuenta of his aituation were conBidcrable, his 
own delicate health, and the poverty, illness, and 
death of his Teladves, totally prevented his laying 
by any treasure but that which is reserved in 
heaveu for him. His greateat trial was the sudden 
death of his eldest abter and first Christian instructor. 
She hod been, even from infancy, of a weab con- 
stitution, but her suiTerings were aanctiiied to her : 
her faith and patience were remarkable, and her 
Christian ejqierience made her very useful to Ihe 
humble circle in which she moved. In cliildhood 
her hip had been dislocated by a fall, so that she 
grew up laine and otherwise deformed, and coxdd 
not walk without the aid of a crutch. Slie was 
also subject to attacks of epilepsy. Still, with 
uncomplaining meekness, she bore her heavy 
burden, happy if she could be present at the 
little assemblies of God's worshipping people. 
Her death was supposed to have been occasioned 
by an epileptic fit. She had gone to a stream to 
wash some article of her clotlitng, and was found, 
B short lime after, lying with her face in the water, 
quite dead. Tliis was a deep affliction to poor 
George, who felt that the world could not restore 
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what slie had been to him : and lie was soon ahet 
called upon tu niounk for, and bury his fatheri 
another siater, and a brother. The fimeral expenses 
of these dear relatives lell George poor indeed. 
He had also given a marriage portion to a thin) 
■iater; and a fourth, who was long in delicate 
heeltli, and always lived with him, is now, like 
himself, dependent on the charity of friends. 

Owing to the unremitting attention of the master, 
tmd the rapid improvement of the children, the 
school-room, which had been originally built tD 
eccommodnte one hundred children, was fomid too 
small to contain the numbers that applied far 
admission ; and it was therefore neccasary to buiid 
HU addition, which was scarcely completed, when 
the priest began to use hia authority against it: 
yet it was a considerable time ere he could pievaS 
on the people to withdraw their children, although 
he came in person to the school more than once 
and turned tliem out, and never ceased denouncing 
from the altar such as disobeyed him. At length, 
seeing that he could not prevent the children from 
returning to the proscribed achoul, he hod one 
opened in the neighbourhood, to whicli he desired 
the children of his flock should be sent. But this 
only continued a few months, as the 
badly paid and could not attend it. 
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fftom wliicli the priest had provided for the poor 
children who had been ao hnppy under George's 
care, vaa a small cart-house, CBpable of holding 
about twenty-five: it consisted of Ihree walls and 
a roof, one end being open to the weather : such 
of the children as could not get under the roof, 
were, of course, obliged to ait or stand in the open 
Bir, eren ia the most leverc weather. The con- 
sequence was that many of the chQdren, who were 
Bccualomed to a comfortable room and a good fire, 
caught cold and left the school ill. A line little 
boy, about thirteen years of age, who had been one 
of the best monitors in George's school, was seized 
with inflammation of the lungs. It used to delight 
the viaitoTS at George's school to witness this child's 
dUigeat attention to his own studies, and also his 
care over the classes he was occasionally appointed 
to teach. He loved his master, and George felt it 
hard to lose him. But the poor child's trial was 
not to be long. After a few weeia' suff'ering, he 
was called to the presence of that Saviour whom 
George had taught him to love. A short time 
before the little boy's death, liis father sent for the 
priest, who was pleased to say that he was better 
Boquunted with religion than any chQd of his 
b in the parish, and desired his father, as soon 



aa the buy died, to let him know it " I vsb in 
hopes," said the lady who mentioned the circmn- 
atonco, and who had been very kind and attentive 
to tlie child during liia illnesa, " that as old Tim 
was very poor, the priest intended to givo him 
some jnonuy to di^fray the expeuso of the funerali 
but when he came to the houae of rauuming, what 
had liis Reverence to give the father i — a little 
holy earth, to put into the cofBn with his childl" 
The day hefore Uio ftmeral, the local patron of the 
school met the poor man bringing liis sou's coffin 
from the carpenter's, "Oh, Sirl" he exclaimed, 
" if I had left my child at your Bohool, I nught 
have had him still 1 " 

From tliia account, it will appear that bia 
Roman Catholic neighbours placed full confidence 
in George's integrity. Tlie nominal Prot«9tuit> 
of the place, though at first they despised him for 
hia want of worldly wisdom, yet for the last few 
years of liis residence amongst them — that is, frinn 
tie time they began to believe there was something 
real in spiritual religion — they evidenced a respect 
and love for him, Hia intimate acquaintance with 
bodily offlictioa in his own family and penmi 
made him skillul in the art of nurse'tending. He 
was tlierefore frequently sent for when any of his 



naghbours were ill, to bleed, or blister, or prepare 
a dofle of medicine, and also lo read a chapter ia 
the Bible and pmj with them. 

The even tenauT of his unobtrusive life doea not 
afford many iccidcnta worth recounting. Short 
and simple indeed, are the annals of the pour; 
but deeply interesting must it be to believers, more 
favoured by the advantages of wealth and educa- 
don, to l^ehold in an humble brother, such as 
George, the blesacd effects of that Gospel upon 
wliich all their own hopes for etemily are fautided. 
The death of his brother, which occurred about a 
year previous to his reeigning the school, vraa a 
great shock to George. It was almost sudden; 
and he had not the happy assurance, that softened 
the pang of his beloved sister's loss, with the hope 
of an everlasting le-union : nor had he time to 
ascertain the state of his brother's mind, before he 
wan summoned to the invisible world. After this 
melancholy event poor George's health rapidly 
sunk. When ill before, his brother used to assist 
in the school ; and now, his eye-siglit begmning to 
fml, ho was obliged to engage an assistant ; hut it 
goon appeared, that even witli his aid, he coidd not, 
in justice to the children or to the Society which 
supported the Bchool, be retried much longer. 
Under these complicated distresaes and trials, lie 



evidenced much resignation and faith in Him, who, 
as he said, fed him all his life long. 'I'hoae who 
saw and conversed with him often, during the last 
MS monlha that he continued schoolmaster, never 
heard a oiurmm' from his lips, though he koew not 
from what earthly source he was to expect aid, 
and was grieved at the thought of leaving a place 
now BO dear to him. " But," he meekly said, " I 
ought not to distrust the Lord, who has supported 
me hitherto, now that he has taken from me the 
power of providing for myself. 1 feel assured that 
he will not leave me to perish." 

One evening about tliis time, a person whom he 
met at a poor neighbour's houae began to speak of 
hia blindness. A lady who was present, and who 
had been to him a friend indeed, tried to cheer him 
by contrasting his spiritual with his temporal state, 
and observed, what a blessing it waa to have light 
in the soul, whatever bodily trials we were called 
to bear. Poor George gratetiilly acquiesced in 
what she said, aud added, " When we reflect on 
how very little we can do, even in our best estate, 
for God, or lo prove our love and gratitude to him 
for all his mercies, it ought lo make us patient 
Tinder any sufferings.'' 

George was at all times ready to do what was in 
Ills power to forward the cause of the Gospel in the 



wodd, uid frequently gave Email donations to the 
Miaaionary Society. A short time before he gave 
up his school, and afWr he had become blind, he 
heard the Address of the TinneveJIj MiEsio&aries 
read, and saying, " We ought to do what we can," 
gave a shilling for that Mission. On George's 
leaving the school, the local patrons agreed with 
the new teacher to allow him a small sum yearly 
during his life tVom the emoluments of the school ; 
but these have so declined for the last few years, 
that it is feared the agreement cannot be allowed to 
stand. In the humble hope, therefore, of its being 
in any degree instramental in procuring some 
comforts for poor George's declining years, and of 
thus cheering his dark passage to the grave — 
dark, indeed, in one sense, though light, aud joyful, 
and glorious in the other — I send you this account, 
trusting that some who read It may not he unmind- 
ful of the call. 

Reader, I hare never seen poor George ; but I 
have read with feelings that cannot be described — 
feelings in which, 1 trust, you have participated — 
the above otfecting detail of his simple history, as 
recorded by the kind and pious individual who, 
with her family, has been made the happy instru- 
ment of cheering, by the sweet exorciae of Chriatiaii 
henevolcnce. the blind man's darkened way. I 
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could not hear so much of George vithout d 
to know more. My next intelligence of Ijtm waa 
from a friend who Bpcaka thus: — "1 often have the 
gratification of meeting blind George at chlireh. 
I have witnesBed hia approach to the communion- 
table, and, 03 he partook of the feast of heavenly 
rcmemhrances, I have seen the rail on which he 
leaned wet with his tears. This morning I passed 
at least two hoiaa with the hlind man at the house 
of a lady, where I occasionally meet him to read 
the Scriptures. There is something wrong in the 
circulation of his blood, which causes a complexion 
calculated (o give a forbidding expression to the 
face ; yet George has a peculiarly sweet counte- 
nance, in which cheerfulness and kindness are 
blended. At Miss J. 'a request I gave him what 
you desired, saying that Miss J. had had it sent by 
a friend for him. * This, Ma'am,' said be, ' ia 
more than I either desired or deserved. How 
good the Lord has been Co me ! ' At his request I 
then read the Epistle to the Epheaians, The Word 
of God seems really to nourish him : hia boo! 
evidently feeds on it. Some years since, he told 
us, when he had sufficient sight left to enable him 
to see his way, he went alone to the river to bathe, 

d tliinking that it refreshed him, lie went again ; 

t had Btarccly power lo cojne out of the water. 



n Siintiieas seized him, and he lay on tlii? bank 
almost without life; but his spirit was veiy joyful, 
and he fancied that he saw ihe ladder which Jacob 
dreamed of. There he remsined, no one within 
eight to afford aid, and death seemed just at hand. 
At length a man came to the precise spot, for the 
ptu'pose of fishing, who proved to he an acquaint- 
ance of George's, and afforded every aasislaiice, 
dressed him, and toolt hun home, where he soon 
recoverEd. George observed, that the providence 
of God was remarkable in sending this man, who 
told him aAerwards, that for a year before he hod 
not visited that place. A boy coming in, who 
made him a present of two or three flies, induced 
litm ta take bis fishing-rod; and it so happened 
that his footsteps were directed to where the blind 
lay. 1 asked Geoi^e if he was very anxious al)out 
the restoration of his sight. His reply was, ' 1 am 
quite satisfied with the will of my heavenly Father. 
I often think it may be well for me to be without 
sight, as many temptations to sin arc by it removed 
&oln me ; but for one reason I should be glad to 
see, that I might study tlie Word of God, and, 
indeed, I think I would be more dihgent at it than 
ever I was.' ' Do you find the continued darkness 
in which you sit lonely?' ' Oh no. Ma'am,' he 
replied, joy lighting up his countenance as ho 
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spoke, ' (bank God! I never feel loneMiiiie, and 

I know that I never nm ulone. The people with 
whom I lodge o^en lock me in the bouse when 
lUey go out, and 1 am the entire length of ihe day 
witliout a limnan being. But these are my hap- 
piest times: I con meditate without interruption, 
and pray and think over portioni of the Bible I 
have in my memory.' The Sahbfttli previnualy he 
had heard the pious curate preaeh from Romans, 
chap. viiL verse 16. Of this sermon he spoke with 
much aniraaliDn ; for heaven-taught experience 
caused him not merely to linger at the threshold 
of this Scripture, but already he had entered in and 
tasted of t!ie hidden manna, — ' so impossible,' as he 
said, ' to explain the nature of to those not taught 
of God.' On Monday last I passed another happy 
morning, in company with the blind man, vho 
dwelt in dehghled anticipation on the theme of 
his heavenly home, and spoke with child-like con- 
fidimce of his knowledge of his Father's love." 

While readbg this nccount of hiind Geoije, 
rejoicing amid all the privations and trials tiiat 
surrounded him, 1 thought, as I closed my eyes 
for the mometil, what a dreary blank thia (air 
creation must present lo eyes which the brightest 
sunshine could not illumine ; yet never was the 
jlorious reality of tlic unseen blessedness reserved 
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(br the Lord's redeemed, bo powEtfullj' evidenced 
to my sou!, while all that was witLin me blessed 
God for tlie assurance a&brded by tliis humble 
believer's happy experience, thai in the absience 
of all outward enjoymenl, the doprivation of even 
the light of day, in vhich all living thinga rejoice. 
He who has permitted us to call him by the 
tender name of Father, can, and does, cheer his 
apparently destitute children with a light peculiarly 
his own; and gives them, in the contemplation 
of their promised inheritance in that abode which 
their Lord hath gone to prepare for them a 
peace and a joy, with which a stranger inter- 
meddleth not. Sweet, indeed, and elevating were 
these reflections, and delightful was the hope 
that I might yet be permitted to unite with the 
kind &nends whom the Lord had raised up for 
George, in cbeodng the long night of his sightlesa 
old age. 

Bat having brought him for& puritied from 
the fiimace, having weighed him in the balance, 
and found bim not wsnting, the Lord had better 
things reserved for his servant than to leave 
him in a world where he had not a place to 
hide his bead, save that which the hand of 
Christian charity providud. 

This moment, the letter announcing that all 
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his wants ace over, that he hus cast off for 
ever the mantle of darkiieaa, is before me. Then, 
why these tearB? even while a voice Beems repeating 
" BJcased are the dead who die in the Lord." 
The voice is the voice of heavenly iaitb, the 
teai- i« (he tear of earthlj sorrow, I rejoice that 
the <Iay9 of hia mmiming are ended. I weep 
that I cannot now extend to him Christian sym- 
pathy or aid. My regret is aelflsh, but my joy 
is participated by the angels in heaven, who axe 
now the companions of the poor blind school- 
maater. George had gone through many troublea 
and meekly submittj^d to them all, hut every 
billow aa it pnsaed over him had worn away 
the earthly tabernacle, and weatened the springs 

of life. The sudden death of Mr. J , the 

generous friend and benefactor to whose benevo- 
lence he owed hia daily meal and the roof that 
sheltered him, was the last trial he was called 
upon to endure. He sought the house of mourning, 
for bis heart was full, and he yearned to mingle his 
tears with those of the pious and nfllictud sisters 
of the loved departed. Aa the blind man went 
his melancholy way, he was met by a womai), 
who said to him, "What good will your bith 
do yon now? Your friend is gone." Poor Oeoif;e 
ixplied, "that his trust was still in God," and 
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proceeded to that dwelling where he had so often 
been cheered by the voice that in this world he 
should never hear more. Nor did the intelligence, 
that his Mend had bequeathed him six pounds 
a-year during his life, alleviate the grief of his 
affectionate heart. Resigned, but sorrowful, he 
returned to the home which the kindness of the 
departed had secured him, during the term of his 
earthly pilgrimage. It was not to be long. His 
footsteps were already on the confines of the 
promised land, and the unexpected shock which 
he had received was made instrumental to his 
speedy entrance into the city of his rest. Im- 
mediately on his last attack, he was visited by 
the pious curate of the parish; but, though 
still able to speak, his mind was evidently insensible 
to every thing connected with this world; he 
answered his questions as though he knew not 
who addressed him, but at the same time seemed 
fully alive to prayer, in which he was constantly 
engaged, and frequently exclaimed. Amen ! as if 
enforcing what was so evidently passing through his 
mind. Thus, without apparent suffering, in perfect 
peace and blessed assurance, this humble Christian 
exchanged the sorrows of time for the glories of 
eternity. 
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The scales have fidlen from thy sights 
This vale of shadows left behind ; 
Thou art in realms of endless light) 
No longer numbered with the blind. 

And all thy meek endurance here, 
The humble path which thou hast trod. 
In patient fsdth and holy fear, 
Is now accepted of thy God. 

The step of pride might pass thee by, 
Regardless of thy vision dim ; 
But thou wert look*d on by an eye, 
Who saw thou wert not blind to Him. 



Thy gentle heart cbuld not sustain. 
The rending of its grateful ties; 
His summons broke thine earthly chain, 
And bade thee follow to the skies. 



1 









A fHend he raised thee up— a friend 
Thy solitary way to guide ; 
With life whose kindness did not end, 
But, dying, for thy wants provide. 



I 



THE KERRYMAN'S WELCOME TO THE 
FIRST IRISH TESTAMENT. 

I 

"It is now twenty years sincB I brought the firat 

Iriah Testament to Kerry," aaid D , "all the 

way from England; and to be sure, the reception 
which it met with in my own dear native country, 
seemed a fair promise of the blessing that has 
since attended it by night and by day." " And 

what took you to England, D ?" "Oh! I 

was dwelling for aome years in that noble country, 
next to our own the finest in the world, and 
dear it should be to my heart, for I went there 
in darkness and returned in light. It would be 
loo long now to say how the change came about, 
but it was through meeting a countryman of 
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^^H ni;' own, and reading the Irish Scriptures witli 
^^H bjin, ciur hcartd stuck close together in the strange 
^^H land, and closer still, as my chains fell oS. Ye» ! 
^^^B I may wrl] bless my visit to England, though 
^^^V.I could not stay there." "And, why not D' ?" 
^^H ''The thoughts of my own poor country would 
^^H not leave me on my bed at night, and at my 
^^^ft'Vork by day, its picture was before me, in 
^^^P teaia and want and ignoTance, wounded and 
having none to heal, and I knowing the cure, 
I could'nt stand it. So I gave up all;— my 
good situation, my prospecta of worldly advance- 
ment, and landed once more in Kerry with the 
first Irish Bibles that ever were seen there. 

One of these Lady G got, and sliding 

for a poor countryman whom her Ladyship knew 
to be an Irish scholar, ' Jack,' says the Ikdy, 
opening the Testament, 'did you ever see any- 
thing like this before?' Jack's eyes seemed lo 
, piercB through and through the hook and spread 
it; leaf after leaf ho turned, irntfl 
r overjoyed entirely, ' If it would not be making 
L too bold,' aud he, ' and taking too great ■ 
I liberty, I would be afler asking your Ladyship 
[ ibr the loan of that same blessed book for a 
[few days.' 'Well,' said the Lady, 'mind that 
1 bring it back at the time you mention. 
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6a 1 have no other Irish Teslament but that 
only.' 'Oh, oever doubt it,' repUed Jack, 'your 
Ladyship sliall not be disappointed ; ' and he 
TBI as good OS hia word, for at the end of 
the days, ' I humbly thank ycmr LsdyBhip,' 
Bays Jack, ' here is the Teataincnt safe and 
sound, and my blesaing along with it.' ' And 
what other book ia that in your hand?' said 
the Lady. 'Only its counterpart,' replied Jack; 
' I hope your goodness will excuse me, but 
after having read it I found 'twaa hard lo part with 
it, so I set to work, late and early, and copied 
it all out.' 'What, etcry chapter!' 'Och, sorra 
a word did I leave behind me; and 'tia I that 
am rich and happy loo, if you are not dia- 
pleased!' Tlie Lady made no answer; indeed, 
ahe could not, hut she kept it in her heart. The 
very next time she went to Dublin city, she 
sent to Jack for his manuscript, and pledged 
herself to return it with her own hand. And 
so she did, elegantly hound, after ehowing it to 
some friends of the Irish Society in the great 
city. Tlie lady never forgot that to Jack all 

his life long." "Ia poor Jack living still, D 1" 

" Not in this world. lie ia gone, we truat, to 
1 glory ; and many's the step I have 
1^ 2 
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taken after his Irish manuscript, but to i 
purpose; it would be a precious relic if I coul 
only make it out. But often, when my hea 
was low, has it 'cheered me to think of m 
poor countryman's welcome to the first Iris 
Testament. 



THE MOUNTAIN VILLAGE. 



Welcome 
Mtbs foot ( 



heit laneliness, anfiiUy i 
ie dart cliffi lo the Irish 
1 arises not faintly nor 6 

oh, welcome the messt 
healing and iife on iti; 



IS foot of Braiidoii mountain, 'mid tlic wildeat 
and meat Bubjjme aopnery of the west of Kerry, 
in the pariah of Dunquiii, stands thu solitary 
village of Qallycohow, whose poor iiihahitants 
had for generations passed from lime into eternity, 
as ignorant of the Saviour's all-atoning love as 
tlie bcoBta that perish. Duck oa the clouds that 
oft-times veiled from the sun-beam's cheering ray, 
the lofty summit of Ikandon Head, the dreary 
lengthened shadows of ignorance an<l auperstitiot] 
thed their helefn) gloom ovet tlie tuiliirally !U 



lelUgent minds of theee poor children of the 
mountain. 

Heathen in all but name, tbey bowed before 
the croaa of wood, but knew not Him who hung for 
them B willing victim there. Long, very long, had 
the Prince of the power of the air involved in 
the blackness of durkneae, where he loves to 
preside, the poor neglected inhahitanla of Dunquiii. 
But He who while yet on earth saw "that apostate 
spirit as lightning fall from heaven," looked 
down from the right hand of hia Father's throne, 
and willed that o'er these gloomy hiUs His own 
bright GoBpot atar should rise. 

Who are Ihcae that come in lowly guiae, like 
the first humble followers of their crucified Master! 
In what language is their aalotation expressed as 
they enter each solitary dwelling? What book is 
that which they bo reverently open? and whoae 
words arc these that fix in speechless attention 
the rude uncultivated villagers! These men so 
poor, so peacefully traversing on foot the wilds 
of their native country, with all their sympathies 
alive to the wanta and the prejudices of those they 
come to viait, are Irish readers ; deputed by that 
Society upon whose faithful labours the hlesaing of 
B^od is being every day increasingly manifested. 
r salutation is, "Peace bo with youl " ex- 



BSed in that language dear to the Irish healt, 
I which over calls forth the warm responae 
an hundred thousand welcomes! The words 
ich have charmed the humble hearers, are 
I worda "who spake aa never man spakp;" 
I that book is the Bible, the inspired record 
iheir Saviour's love ; the title-deed of a gloriouB 
eritance, purchased and reserved in heaven for 

who with true repentance and lively faith 
eire its joyflil tidings. 

beautiful indeed upon the mountains have 
■eaied to the simple inhabitants of Dunquin 

feet of those who published to them salvation, 
en, not to lose one precious moment of the time 
ich the Irish reader could spore tu them, have 
y refiued rest to their weary limbs and sleep 

their eyes, that they might listcii to tho ■ 

nth aa it in Jesus," or join in prayer to that <l 

: Being to whom "the darkness and the | 

are both alike. " To read that sacred Word 

themselves soon became the chief object of 

3 who began to feel the value of their souls. 
rata and children, young and o>d, caine to 
Irish school, and at every interval from labour 
1 that blea»ed Word which taught them 

the Lord was gracious, and bade them lift 

: eyes from the earth to which they had ,4 
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consigned the mouldering bodies of their fiiescb 
and relatives, far, far above the mountains of 
their native village, to those bright heavens into 
which the Lord of Glory had ascended, having 
bruised the serpent's head and finished the great 
work of man's redemption. 



PADDY CONNEE. 



Be ye eiuamplea of die flock, 
Not CyianU, domineering o'er diem; 
And while you praiae the Living Kock, 
Tread in the narroir vay l>efare them. 



lost ardent and unwearied of these 
a villagers in aeekitig for tbat knowledge 
nhich make til wise unto saivatJon was Faddy 
Conner. Though from liis ignorance of the 
English language he had been hitherto ehul out 
from every means of instruction, he was frank, 
fearless, and intelligt-nt ; his heart waa soilened 
by the afiecting narrative of his Saviour's love, 
and ts from day to day new light broke in, 
the chains by which lie had been Ivd captive 
fell from his liberated soul as the green witha 
from Samson's arms, and strong in the Lord and 
in die power of his might, he felt that the 
tmtli had made him five. About this period the 
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peasanln of Dunqiiin were eummoned to attend 
station which the parish Priest held at a 

iglibouring fBrmer's. Tliey went, — aome boldly, 
fear and trembling, and unoiigist them 
with courage fino, and mind rceotved, went 
Paddy Coniiec. 

" Stand out i " cried the Prieat, in a cotninanding 
Toice, " Stand out, Paddy Conner ! and answer 
before these good people why it is that you have 
ofiate avoided attending ccoifeasion ? " "Because," 
replied Paddy, " I am determined not to seek 
absoinfion of any but llie Lord Jeaua himseE 
It is He, glory and honour be to his holy 
name, that died for my sins, and I believe that 
He only )ia» power to foigive them." Iltere waa 
a huaheil silence of breathless expectation, u 
with a calm but steady countenanoe, in hii owD 
strong and energetic language, the peaiaut of 
Dutiquin expressed this determiuatiuii. "And, 
why," said the Priest, endeavouring to restrain 
his indignation, "have you not paid your duesl" 
"The reaBoii why, then, since you must know 
it," answered Paddy, " is, that 1 think paying 
one olergyinan enough for a poor man like tm, 
and it is but fair that I should give ray mon^ 
t» the man who will let me read the Bible as mnch 
M 1 please, and not to him that would be keeping. 




ft from me. So now you have my reetona, and 
tndaed it was nothing eke Chat brought me here 
but to tell them to you." 

This open rebelliun was too much foi the irrilable 
temper of the Priest to endure. He sprang upon 
Paddy^, and attempted to throw him to the ground. 
But the peasant of Dunquin was not to be so 
dealt with. Active in body as in mind, he soon 
maatered bis antagonist, and flinging the Pntsi 
from him, he exclaimed, " Now bo^s, we shall 
see what his pretended power will come to. Let 
him turn me into a hare or a goat if )ie can, 
for this blessed day, before you all, I defy him." 
The Priest made no reply; for though he had 
regained his legs he was all breathlesB from his 
encounter with Paddy, who walked quietly home, 
followed by his Inends, and never was invited 
to confeisfon agdn. 

Yet the courageous peasant wlio had refused to 
receive absotudon from a sinfiil man like himself, 
shrank not from confessing hia Lord and Master, 
undismayed by menacing words, and firm to 
assert the truth even with his latest breath. 
Shortly after the occurrence above recorded, he 

stood ID the market-place of the town of D , 

prepared to suffer death rather than deny tlie Loi'd 
that bought him ; and such is the influence of 



Christian fortitude over saTHge nge, that tbt 
fierceat of hia enemies were restrained from injuring 

The next day found Paddy Connor beneath 
that hospitable roof which is to the Lord's poor 
afflicted people as an ark of safety. While in 
the hoiue of the beloved minister who haJ 
received, counselled, and camibrted him, its amiable 
mistress desired one of her servants to ask Paddy 
Conner why be did so imprudent a thing as to 
go and preach to the people on a market-dayl 
Paddy burst into tears, and replied, "Tell lb« 
mistress, that they eame about me to ask me 
queEtions, and amongst others, 'Would I dote lo 
deny that Peter was the rock thdr Church viu 
built on ? ' I replied, that it was not upoti Peter, 
hut upon the declaration he had just made, diat 
Jesua was the Chriat, the Son of the living God, 
for He only is the Bock. And," continued 
Paddy, "I will never hold my tongue, while I 
can speak a word for my Lord and Master!'' 
Oh! how humbled should we feel before thiapooi 
but devoted Christian, who was neither afraid 
nor -ashamed to plead bis Redeemer's cause, i 
at the risk of losing his life. A little prei 
10 his being attacked by the Romanuti, one 
■ Irish readers asked Paddy, "What WM 



(he belt news he had ever heard ! " Paddy lotiked 
Lip, and his coaiitenance briglitenilig an he spoke, 
said with feeling, to which hia own dear native 
tongue gave full expreiaion, " The inoBt beautiful 
Btory that ever 1 heard in all my life was, that 
• Christ died to save slnnera. ' " 

One day, as Paddy wm walking on the road 
near his native village, he was surprised to hear 
the Priest calling on him by name, not to v;a\k 
so fust, as he wanted to have a little friendly 
conversation with him. Paddystoppedaccordingly. 

" Paddy Conner," said the Priest, " you know 
we are bound to forget and forgive, and you 
may he sure what is past and gone shall never 
be broi^ht up against you, so now you may 
at well make a clean conscience of it, aud tell 

me how much Parson G , and the Iriah- 

readera give you for turning, in the way you 
are all doing." "Oh! then," replied Paddy, "'tis 
full sure you may be, that it is no trifle would 
make us leave the faith in which we were bom 
and bred, and suffer ell that we do, to say nothing 
of the cursing and hard names which your 
Reverence is pleased to bestow upon us every 
Sunday and holyday." 

"Never mind that just now, Paddy, but in your 
usual honeat way, confess how much they promise 
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ycni for leaving the true Church f Speak plain, 
man, for may be it is myself that would give 
you more for turning back again." 

"There is no use in talking nbout it," said Paddy, 
"for you wo Idn t o ou ouldn't promise u> 
any thing lik Try me, Paddy, only try 

me; you wont find n a ngg^d! so out with 
it, man. Wl a d ju xpe tf" "Neither more 
nor less, then bh y u must know it," replied 
the peasant of Dunqu than a crown, each 

and every one of ua." "A crown I Paddy Conner! 
only a crown 1 WeU, Fcddy I you shall hare that 
from me, and more too." " Ah! but,'' said Paddy, 
"the crown we are looking after, is a crown 
of glory reserved in Heaven for us, by the only 
intercessor between God and man, even the man 
Christ JeauB." "Oh! h it that way you are 
humbugging me, you low-lived fellow?" exclaimed 
the Priest in a rage. "No more low-lived 
lihan yourself," returned Paddy, " and now far 
■bovc you, seeing that I am (he Ban of a Ring." 
" You the son of a Kingl " cried the Priest, in 
amazement, "Yes, then," replied Paddy, "pom 
as I am, and despised in your sight as I may 
bo, I am, by the free grace of God, and the 
atonement rcade upon the cross by my dear Lord 
Saviour, the adopted child of the King of 
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heaven and earth. Oh! then, just take timely 
warning, and let us alone, for the God of truth has 
said, that it would be better for you that a millstone 
were hung about your neck, and that you were 
cast, poor man, into the sea, than that you should 
offend one of the little ones that believe in Him ; 
and of one thing be sure, that not all the gold 
and silver this wide world could hold, would draw 
me back into your broken net again." 
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THE PAIR OF BROGUES. 



If Irishmen are prone to spends 
All must allow them free to lend ; 
In such a cause may none refuse, 
To let his neighbour have his shoes. 



Paddy Conner had a friend, a poor man like 
himself, and with that friend his wann affectionate 
heart longed to share the precious treasure he 
had found. Soon was the Irish Bible opened, 
and soon its blessed truths flowed out, refreshing 
the humble readers with wine and milk ^* without 
money and without price/* At length Paddy's 
friend conceived an ardent desire to bear the 
Gospel preached and explained at Ventry; it 
grieved his heart to be left behind, when Paddy 
set out to join the happy band of converts there, 
but he had no shoes, and being unwilling to 
appear among the congregation without them, 
he set his wits to work to supply the deficiency. 



At length, lieating that a neighbour of his had 
got home a new pair of brogues, lie paid huu 
a visit, and, after a little introductory chal, 
asked him, how he Ilkedhis new brogues. "Mighty 
well, I thank you, only they pinch me a little. 
Here they are, a stout pair, but rather tight 
on the toe. I'hat I mightn't"— " But they are 
B nice fit for mysell'," cried Paddy's friend, 
trying them on, "and 111 engage to ease tlicm 
for ;ou, if you will kindly lend them to me 
next Sunday, to atcp over to Ventry; the brogues 
will he all the better for it; besides your obliging 
a neighbour and easing your toe. " " And if 
1 lend you my brDgues next Sunday, I'd be 
glad to know what will myself do ; it would be 
a strange thing to see you walking off in my 
shoes to church, and I going barefoot to Mass." 
"Not at all, nty dear gossip, sure it will stand 
to your account in the way of penance j and, 
just tell me, like an honest man as you aro, 
what good you ever got by going to Masa 1 — 
were you wiser for tlie Latin you heard there? 
— was your poor heart ever cheered with the 
same joyful news which the Irish readers in- 
troduced to UB from the Word of God? or did 
; hear such a declaration as this in tlie 
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chapel, 'Tlie blood of Christ cleanseth from all 
Bin 7 No; but yoa heard, as we all did, that 
«B inuat be suffering both in this world and the 
next before we get to heaven, if ever we are 
BO lucky as to be let lu there. 'Obi' as Paddy 
Conner says, ' Give me the good news that my 
Bins ate all blotted out by the precious blood 
of Christ, that they are cost into the deep sea, 
through the love uf a. ciucihed Saviour; ' and 
that good news will go furtlier in making me 
what a Christian ahould be, than if I walked 
with peas in my shoea from this to Jerusalem. 
I don't say all this in respect to your broguet, 
Ibough I thought far old acquaintance sake you 
might let me bave a turn out of them." " And 
BO you shall, a gra — next Sunday, and welcome." 
" Ay, but I would want them every Sunday nntil 
the potatoes cheapen, and I can buy a pair for 
myself. So neighbour. 111 just make a fair bargain 
with yon, you sball have the brogues back again 
safe and sound every Monday morning with a 
penny for the loan of thenj, and my blessing, 
to aay nothing of all the news 1 will bring you 
from Ventry." "Take the brogues with you this 
moment, the bargain is made till you get a pair 
of your own ; and who knows, when you do. 



p* „„...„„„ 


RS. 1 15 


liut I may be thinking of a walk that wsy 
with yon myself?" in the meantime the penny 
will buy me a penn'orth of tobncoy, Bud sure 
it will be more comfort and good to me to sit 


at home and smote, than to go listening to what 

like yourself and Paddy Conner, honeat man, 
called nnineii more fit for a tlog than a Chnstian eo. 


B9 I said before, take the btoguea 


and welcome 


Matters thus arranged to the 


atisfaction of all 


parties, Paddy Conner's friend, 
evening, brought his neighbour 
received the brogues, in which 
off the next morning to Ventry 
the bappy band of converts in 
of their RBlvBtion. 


every Saturdij 
the pennj, and 
he gailv trotted 
where he joined 
praising the God 


monUu oAet. 


t to the tnilh iosi^e 



THE ROBBERY. 



If coveting be didhbI ain, 



] the parishioners of Dunquin, who had 
preaimied to thiiik for tliemselTea ou subjects of 
infinite importiiuce to their aouls' eternal welfare, 
incurred from their spiritual director the direst 
auBthemae, yet thoae who had t^losed their ears 
against the voice of truth and remained faithful to 
error, fell under the Priest's displeasure, even for the 
very obedience which he bo constantly recommended. 
One day, after descanting on the deadly offence 
of listening to the Irish readers and deserting 
the Church of Rome, he told his attentive flock 
that it would be better for them to steal than to 
change their religion. Preferring, therefore, as in 
I duty botmd, the lesser crime to the greater, MMDe 
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of these obedient children of the Church made 
their way into the Priest's kitchen, where, finding 
a pot boiling on the fire, they watched their 
opportunity and fairly carried it off, meat and 
all, leaving his Reverence to look for his dinner. 
Not a little discomposed at this most unforeseen 
practical result of his last discourse, the Priest 
availed himself of the next opportunity to address 
the delinquents in terms of unmeasured reproof. 

" You thieving, shameless cormorants," said he, 
"when you went to commit such a sacrilegious 
robbery, you might have been content with the 
pot; but to go to steal my dinner, to leave 
your Priest without a bit of meat, is an offence 
of the blackest die, and upon my conscience 

I do not believe that Parson G and his 

turn-coats, bad as they are, would have committed 
a crime of such euormity." 



THE PIPER OF DUNQUm. 



Can come wilh iU ctairn to Ihe Irishmi 

To batlie his wom heart in the fountain of bliat, 
And free the blind caplive from Satan's contrnL 
True Story. 



(pAKCELS had th« paiiBh cf Bunqaia recovered 
I the eSecls of the tempeat raised by the 
disappearance of the Priest's dinner, nheii it was 
again disturbed by the village piper's joining the 
little band of converts. He nos a fine-tempered, 
shrewd, Irish-speaking peasant, and a very dear 
fHend of Paddy Conner, by whose iastnimentality 
he had been led to s Ituowledge of the truth; 
and as he had made more noise in the little 
world of Dunquin than any of his neighbours, 
90 hia defection from the Church of Rome caused 
110 small sensation, and gave rise to much inquiry 
among those who had danced to his pipes 
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tlie pattern,* or the ale-house. Contented igno- 
rance is the tent beneath which auperatilion dclighta 
lo confine her blinded votariea. But when Ibe 
Word of God, like tbe first ray of Divine light 
penetrating the deptlis of chaotic darkncsa, — when 
that bleaaed Word is through Ihe Holy Spirit's 
influence applied with power to the soul, the 
cords and the stakes that held over it the dark 
canopy of ignorance, give way ; and, rejoicing 
in liberty, it feels that it has pinions to soar up 
to heaven. 

" What will you do with your pipes now, K J " 

said the Iriah Inspector, on hearing tbo honest 
piper declare bis determination never again to 
enter those scenes, where hia poor fellow-sinnerB 
had so often been excited by the mirth -inspiring 
strains of his inatrument to quafl' still deeper 
that intoxicating liquor the curse of Ireland, and 
Ireland's peasantry, — " Is it what will I do with 

my pipes, you're asking rael" replied K ; 

" there are some that would kindly advise me 
to fling them into the sea, just to let the fishes 
try their hands upon tbem, but you won't be 
after giving me such foolish counsel, Mr. D . 

• Pailerii or Patron.— These Irish scenes of merriment 
and revelry are held on ihe luiiiiveiSBry of imme Facruti 
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You know very well, how King David praised 
the Lord upon his harp; and though it is not 
myself that should be drawing a comparison between 
it and the pipes, yet of a surety Christian Irishmen 
may find as much music in one, as good Jews 
did in the other, if they be only tuned to the 
glory of God, as through His blessing I hope for 
the rest of my days to tune them." 



^ 



IRISH INTELLECT. 



I We love Him for that malchlc 
■ Which brought him from hii 
' Hia holiness might wonder ra 
glory might awaken prais 
I But love like His, aloue coult 
k Hearts dead in trespasses and 



u been related by one of our M 
having explained the law of God in all its cequire- 
ments, and all its terrors, as declared from Sinai's aW' 
ful niouut, to his heathen auditors, and findingtiiem 
cold, impenitent, and apparently more hardened iii 
wickedness than before, lie told them of that 
pitying Saviour, whose love for them had led him 
to descend fi%m the height of heavenly glory, 
not only to magnify and fulfi] God's hroken law 
by living a life of perfect holineis, bnt dying 
n death of shame and agony upon the cross. 



^B ISS 
' that I 



that hifl precioua blood there shed might he a 
full and sufflcietiC Btonement for the sina of such 
as trusted only iii Hiin^ and, as all that he had 
endured for them, his stripes, his tortures, hii 
patient BufTerings, were descrihed to these wild 
and savage idolaters, eyes long unacquainted 'with 
tears, soon bore testimony to the all-conquering 
power of love. 

Wc believe that there is not one hidividua] bom 
into this world of ain and sorrow, upon whose heart 
the awful mark of original defection is not im- 
pressed in equal and total alienation from God; 
but we also believe that there are some natures 
more prone to kindly feeling than others, and 
few that have been well acquainted with our 
poor Irish people can, with all their faults, deny 
that they are very generally poaseaaed of cheerful 
contented dispoutions and afiecIJonate hearts: to 
this meed of praise we may add a rich vein 
of native talent, still shming brightly amid all 
the baser alloy with whieh it is mingled, and 
many are the inalances of the heart-afeoting 
iorrow with which the poor Irish mourn for theit 
departed friends. 

One very aged man in particular, in whoM caK- 
vrom breast the cold hand of time bad not fincai 
up the sweet fountain of gratitude, nor congealed 



s once copious flow of native poesy, bo taucliingly 
d simply CKpresses his grief for the sudden 
a of a kind and libfral benefactor cut off in 
: young morning of his days, that we make 
apology fot presenting these few Unoa, dic- 
,ed by the breaking heart, and written with 
; unstead.y hand of age, Xa the sympathizing 



He gave poor Murphy, sore dJEtrcss'd ar 
A big great coal to cover liim from Ihe • 
Hay he be found among the heavenly fo 

Oh 1 what shall I do ? ".liither ahall 1 g: 
No caves not woods can hide me from r 
I have no place to lay my head below. 



lerey on his aoul. I pray A 
mansions of everloEling felia^ 



B Varadite of God. 



B pOC 

benefi 
rivioe 
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^li be the genuine?, artless expression of 
poor aged Irishman's gratitude to an eartUy 
benefactor, what should be the ceaaeless thank*- 
f^ving of a redeemed soul ; conscious that hu 
Divine Master haa purchased hia everlasting hap- 
pineas, "not with corruptible things such as flilrer 
and gold, but with the precious blood of Christ, 
as of a lamb without blemish and without apot 7 " 

It was indeed the same Divine principle by 
which the wQd and stym Heathen were melted 
into tears, which, from the moment (hat its blessed 
influence was felt by Paddy Conner strengthened 
bim to bear and to forbear, and conatrmned biia 
to do all things for the glory of that boundle* 
Benefactor who had so loved him. Yet, while 
the peasant of Dunquin went on his way re- 
Joicing in the conviction that he wag no longer 
an alien from his God, no longer anticipating 
suffering hereafter, of dread unknown magnitude 
and duration — while he ceased from maa and 
turned to God with filial confidence and holy fear — 
while he looked up to hia Saviour as the author 
and finisher of his faith, the all-sufhcient atone- 
ment for his liu, — the cosily, the amazing sacrifice 
which that sin had demanded, mingled deep 
humility with the fervent love which now flowed 
every word and action. 
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I candid avowal of his eentimenCs encauraged 
bifl weaker brethren M greater faithfulness, and 
soon after the trial which he had so nohly borne, 
urea families from Dunquin received llie truth 
B» it is in Jcsua. 

^rVhile Paddj Conner atkd his humble neighbourE 
were thushstening to the voice of their Great Shep- 
herd, and following hint into green pasturea, one 
of the earliest converts at Dingle having been found 
fkithful unto death, was about to receive " a crown 
of life." Aware that he was dying, and appie- 
hensive that his children might be brought up 
in the errors from which he had been so mer- 
cifully delivered, he made a will bequeatliing 
these precious little ones, a boy and a girl, to the 
guardianship of hts beloved minister. 

In the laat horn's of nature's weakness he felt 
that the everlitsli[ig arms were under him, and 
on the night of his death be would not permit 
hia wife to leave the house in search of aid to 
raise him fiom the bed, apprehensive that tiie 
last rites of the Roman Catholic Church might 
be forced upon him at a period when he was 
incapable of resiitance, and thus patient, thus 
faithful, he waited for his Lord's summons. 

The next morning dawned upon his lifeless body ; 
his emancipated soul iiad winged its flight where 
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tlifre is no pain, no loars, no excommunication i 
nothing that defileth enters, neitber nhal- 
aoever worketh abouiinaCion or maketli a lie, but 
Aey wliicii are written in "tli(> Lamli'sbooliof life." 

Once more let us turn to Paddy Conner and 
mtemplste him pouring out his grateAil soul 
I the wild energetic strains of his native language. 

Sweeter than the harpings of angels are the 
breathings of the lowly and the contrite soul to 
that great Being who measures not the harmony of 
the numbers, but tlie lore which tunes the spirit's 
■tring. While his creatures ore criticising the 
Tenification, He, before whom heaven's highest 
intelligences veil their faces, may be listening 
well pleased to such rude minstrelsy as fell trina 
the lips of the peasant of Dunquin. 

On Mr. G— 'a return from Dublin, be was told 
Siat Paddy Conner had composed an Irish poem. 
Curious to ascertain the fact, he sent for Paddy 
and requested him to repeat the verses, which 
he accordingly did. Mr, G— — then had the 
lines copied, while Paddy dictated, not a little aur- 
prisL'd to see his composition really writteu dowa 
with ink upon paper. The poem was subsequently 

changed into English verse by Mr. G 's school- 

Wiaster, who is also a convert, and though of 
lot a hteral translation, it conveys the 



g of &e original, and as it bears eatisfactory 
evidence that the peasant of Dunquiu is not de- 
ficient in the beat of all knowledge, we have given 
it sa follows, a not unpleaaing cTidence of Irish 
intellect enlightened by wisdom &um on high. 



When Israel wandered ihrouglj the wilderneSB, 

And for her una tell anguish and distress, 

To whom, Oh Priests ! in vengeance' darkeit hour, 

Did Moses point their souls for healing power T 

Witness the brazen serpent, where it stood. 

And tliink of Jesus' all-atoning blood, 

Through which alone heaven's mercies aweetlj flow, 

Which heals the bite of our infernal foe. 

The words of saints, their worlts, and heavenly ways, 
Shall be to rue an endless theme of praise ; 
But Popes, and all that Priestly art supplies, 
My soul shall ever utterly despise. 
Unlike the ancient servant! of the Lord, 
Who preached salvatign ftom his holy Word, 
And true to his command where'er they dune. 
Spread wide the knowledge of tlleir Savioni'i name- 
To Christ alone my wsDIa and woes I bring, 
And seek salvation 'neaih hia sheltering wing ; 
For he alone has op'd the shining way. 
Which leads from earth to realms of endless day ; 

jsom'd thousands crown him as their King, 
md night his great aalcation sing. 
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The power of hell's dark monarch soon shall fiill, 
And heaven's clear radiance brightly beam on all ; 
For men of truth and Gospel light are gone 
To preach the Word of Heayen's Eternal Son. 

Oh haste, ye wandering souls, their voices say, 
Your Saviour calls, arise, and haste away ; 
Cling to his cross, where sin reluctant fell, 
Where Jesus bled in conquering death and hell. 
His blood, his precious blood, and that alone. 
For sin, for foulest sin, can e'er atone. 
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THE BLASKET ISLAND. 



Near fedr Hibemia's western coast, 

A lonely island stands ; 
In summer's smile, on that lone isle. 

The hardy fisher lands. 
But when the strife of storms is rife. 

When the great Atlantic's roar 
Is heard from far, not the boldest tar 

Would steer for the Blasket shore : 
Where the dark basaltic rocks uprear. 

Their pillar'd forms on high, 
And the wild winds sweep thro' the caverns deep. 

And the threat'ning breakers lie. 
Dark centuries o'er that lone isle, 

Unbless'd appeared to glide ; 
In ignorance the natives lived, 

In ignorance they died. 
When on the main land, raised they saw, 

A white flag waving o'er. 
The signal made, that mass was said, 

They knelt down to adore ; 
To supplicate, they knew not what — 

The Angel of the storm — 
They looked not to a God of love, 

In Christ's redeeming form. 
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But mice a-ynu, when skies were cleat, 
Two dreaded boats would come. 

With prieall; views, for priestly dnes, 
To tai eBtb island home. 

No heralds of sweet mercy they, 
Bui messengers of ill; 

They beat no embaisy of joy, 



OtT have we shuddered at the picture drawn of 
savage life in distant lands, and said, " While ve 
enjoy all the comforts of life, all the advantages of 
education, all the blessings of religion, shall these 
things be?" Yet, while glancing the eye of 
Chriatian sympathy over the great world of waters 
to the far islands of the southern deep, how is it 
that we have (until very lately indeed) so totallyi 
BO nnaccounlably overlooked our own? These 
lovely ialea, that gem our natiTe sea, how had 
they forfeited the general claim, and found no 
eye of compaaaionaCe inquiry turned on them! 
Why have ships, charged with the Word of lift 
to every country under heaven passed them unre- 
garded by, and every breeze that blew wafted 
healing on its wings to earth's remotest sbores, 
while they have been lefi to mourn, mipitii 
ibleaaed ? 



Twenty fires, Hendiiig up their dnily smoke- 
reatha to the clouda, denote es many families 
riding on the Great Blaaket Island; and round 
ese Rres, when the weather is sufficiently calm 
admit of their landing on ita dangerous but 
ngulnrly beauliful shore, more than an hnniired 
ihernten will oA assemble from all the surround- 
g coasts, and, while their simple meal of potatoes 
being prepared, beguile the interval Irom toil 
Ith tale of ehipwreclc, strife, or superstition dread. 
icb has been the state of the Great Blanket 
land, its poor inhabitants for centuries unchanged 
manner, mind, and language ; and such the 
pect which it bore, when the following interest- 
g particulars, communicated to the writer by the 

Bv. C — G r, of Dingle, proved that the clouda 

long impendmg over it were about to be dispersed i 
r that bright sun wbicb, when once arisen, fcuom j 
' letting beam : — 

"The Blaaket Islands* Itruatare won! Long 
reigned, triumphantly sitting on the 
det-coloured hcast, in that wild and desolate 

; hut his end seems near. The victory wittl 
gained without sword and withont spear. It S 
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tbe Lord's doing, aiid marvellous indeed in our 
eyes. For three years I have been endeavouring 
ta gain an entrance l« these Islands ; but ' the 
Angel of the Lord stood in tlie way,' for the Lord'B 
time was not come. After waiting three weeks at 
one period for the sea to be sufiicientlj calm bi 
admit a landing on the shore, we succeeded in 
Koding a teacher amongst tlie people, who na^ 
lowly escaped deitruetion; for when the Islanders 
discovered for what purpose he had come, they 
were going to throw him down the cliiTs into the 
Bea ; but he was providentially saved through the 
entreaties of a woman, aiid after remaining there 
two days, during which time he was nearly starved, 
he succeeded in prevailing on them to send him to 
^e main land. This was rather discouraging, yet 
tome time after we resolved on nnother attempt. 
And sent Dowllng to Dunquin, to try and get into 
the Island. He remained for a considerable time 
under the cliff, but was obliged to return, as the 
two Priests were then paying their half-yearly visit 
to the Blaakcts. A third time we determined {if 
posaihle) to effect a landing, and sent two men to 
Dunquin, which ia just opposite, and only four 
miles from the island r but when they arrived there, 
tliey found the Prieata before them, with a nu 
of men, endeavouring to improve the landing-place, 
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hat nothing could be ofTi^cted on (liat day ; nnd 
r getting well hooted they were glad to make 
ir escape. Thus all our efforts were defpftled, 
irder that we might give the glory to God, and 
rk bis overruling providence in all ! Imme- 
tely after our attempts to enter the Island had 
ved abortive, the great work at Ventry and 
nquin commenced, in both of which places 
ny of the couverta are nearly related to every 
dly in the Blaskels; and although they were 
first persecuted by the lalandera, they are now 

greatest friends: far when they found that no 
I befel the people of Dunqiiin from the curacB 
the Priests, they began to suEipect that they had 

the power to which they pretended. 
" About a fortnight ago a native of the 
jkets came to one of the Ventry men, and 
tred to let ua his houae, aa he understood that 

wished to take one, in which the crew of 

Ventry boat might atop when they went to 
, The Islander's offer having been commu- 
ited to me, at once I saw the importance of 

ng a house on the Island, and of sending tbeis 

of the converts' fiimiliea at Ventry, who, 

being connected witli the people, might 

ly be eBtablisbed amongst us. A few days 
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decided us upon going to the Island. Rejoicing 
in the prospect now opening to us, yet almost 
afraid to helieve the man sincere in his proffered 
kindness, we prepared our missionary boat for its 
first visit to the Great Blasket." 



THE BLASKET ISLAND. 



As 



lie oeeaa shone b mlrroi bright, 
Hushed wBs each storinj giUe, 

The aunny ray glanced on ihe tea, 

Wilh bright suspicious beam, 
When heralds of the Lord of Life, 

To the Great Blasket came. 
In awtiil grand magnificence, 

And beandful as grand, 
That Isle appear'd, nhen safely alec 

They drew their boat to land. 



On Monday last, accompanied by Captain F 

d six men, aller a few hours' pleasant Bail, 
ided on thia iDDg-wiahed-for scene of miasionBry 
Mill. We were vrell received by the people, and 
■pitably entertained with abundance of eggs, 
w potatoes, and milk ; &tid assured by the i 
n2 
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in whose iiouac we were, that had he known of 
coming he would have lulled a Fat sheep for 
party then separated ; some of us to 
observe tlie scenery, which is magniflcent indeed, 
and othera to trf and find out the minds of the 
people, not one of whom can apealt a word of 
English, though there are one hundred and flftf 
inhabilanlB. The result of our iuquiriea was, that 
the people Beamed anxious to have a school. Thej 
said they did not care a farthing for the Priests, 
who never came near them but to claim their dues. 
Having agreed with the man for his house, and a 
small potato garden, and arcanged that he should 
come to Dingle on the following day to settle fur- 
ther about it, we left them in great spirits, and 
arrived safely on the main land. But we were 
scarcely at home when I began to ihhik it would 
be better to try and get poeseaaion of the house 
before the Priest should be informed of what had 

passed, and also Miss H , who is hitteriy 

opposed to the truth, and from whom the people 
rent tlie Island. So we resolved on returning there 
on the next morning (Wednesday), and taking 
with us the family whom we intended to establish 
«n the Island. A beautiful morning seemed to 
t undertaking, and we v 
cordially than the day before. 
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(cars about the poor ntiLD'a changing his mind 
were groundless. Sullivan aaked him, would he 

not be afraid of the Priest or of Miea H i 

' Arrah, man,' laid he, 'all the Prieata and the 
landlords in the world should not prevent me from 
letting you my house.' Anotlier man came to 
offer me hia cabin, which we shall have to take 
for a gchool-bouse. I told Sullivan to explain lo 
him that I would take it, if we cauld get a suilicient 
ntmibeT of children to open school with. ' Och,' 
said he, ' I will go to school myself I Never fear, 
you'll get enough of them:' and a woman, on 
hearing our intention of opening a sclioof, ex- 
claimed, ' Oh, man, the whole Island will join 
ye.' ' Ah,' said one of the men, ' if you will 
stay a night with UB, I have one white quilt, and 
you shail hsve it; yes, and plenty of mutton.' 
Sullivan asked one of the poor Islanders, who was 
eighty years of age, if he thought the Priest could 
forgive him his sins. ' No,' he replied, ' though 
once I thought he could ; hut now 1 am too great 
a sinner lo he saved.' ' How do you make that 
out T ' continued Sullivan. ' Forty years ago,' said 
the old man, ' 1 went to the main land and stole, 
two succesnve nights, twenty sheep, forty in all. 
I told the Priest of it in my confession, and ho 
promued lo absolve me if 1 would give him a fat 
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sheep for Beven yeara every Chrigtraas, which I diJ 
not He ia gone — he cannot now forgive me— I 
can never be Eaveil 1 ' Sullivan attempted t« com- 
fort the poor dU man, by telling him about the 
thief upon the crosa, and he seemed to take com- 
fort. Aflt^r regaling ourselves on the same umplc 
fare as before, most kindly and cheerfully pro- 
vided, we put our convert and his family in pa»- 
sessioD of the house, and commended them to tbe 
care of the people : then, accompanied by the 
inhabitants, young and old, men, women, and 
children, to the clifi^ we shook hands for five 
minntes, and, after a mutual exchange of good 
wishes, we departed. 

<■ The last time that I visited the Blasket Island 

I was accompanied by Mr. M ty, and finding 

Miss H 'a boat there before us, with drivers to 

carry oif the poor people's cattle on account of 
their having given us poasession of l]>e house, we 
sat down on a clifi', not thinking it advisable to go 
to the village. In a short time, one or two of the 
Islanders came lo us, then a few more, until U 
last we were surrounded by more than twenty- 
One old woman looked at Mr. M for some 

time, and at length exclaimed, ' I am sure you 

muatbeaM .' 'Whydoyou think so!' said 

he. ' Because,' she replied, ' you are so like the 
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femily.' ' Well,' said he, ' I am a M ty.' 

' Oh, then,' cried the old woman, jumpiDg up, 
and ghaking handa with him, ' your father's aon 

is welcome here, far I am a M ty.' This made 

UB all great fiiends. The poor people seemed to 

forget the loss of their cattle, when Mr, M 

set the truth before them in their own dear native 
tongue. What has God wrought f The wildest, 
most micultivated people in our land, from being 
OUT greatest enemies, are become our WGrmest 
friends. Surely the Lord has work to be done 
amongst them yet. 

" A few days ago one of the Blasket Islanders 
came to Dingle to inquire why I had given them 
up, and to entreat me to send them a schoolmaster. 
I replied, that after the expense and trouble of 
establishing the school, the Priest might come and 
scatter the children. ' Never fear that,' said he i 
' for we are determined, the next time that he 
comes lecturing us, not to keep our tongues in our 
pockets. And by my word, it is too many chil- 
dren, not too few, you'll be thinking, that you have 
at the Great Blasket ; — only try it ! ' 

" Oitr plan is, to send men from both Ventry and 
Dun^uin, upon whose prudence and sincerity we 
can depend, as often as possible into this truly- 
interesting Island, to speak to the people about the 
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things that belong to their peace. We have now 
two fine boats, so that we can yisit the Islanders 
until the end of October ; and then, we would wish to 
send a master who could also act as a Scripture- 
reader to the Islanders, as in the winter, the Priest 
will not visit them. Indeed, he could not, even 
were he so inclined. Then may the people have 
rest, and unmolested, hear the Gospel's joyful 
sound." 



THE CARMELITE. 



flovi lone Dunquin, to which flcma in 

The lidc from Blaskel's shore, 
Hnth learned (o raise such hymn of pr 

'Tig floating free, o'er land and sea, 
And Brandon's giani brovv. 

Hath wafted to the Islondeta 
Ita sacred echoes now. 
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** Neveb," aays a pious iodividual, who had visited 

the Great Blanket Island during Mr. G '3 last 

visit to England,—" never had the Gospel of peace 
a more complete triumph than was recently wit- 
nessed on the Blasliet Island, whose wild, and 
hitherto ahnast eavage inhshitants, qutetlj allowed 
their cattle to be seized and carried ofi'for an airesr 
of rent which had long remained due, hut which 
was instantly demanded by the Roman Catholic 
proprietor when the poor Islanders consented to 
receive a convert's family, and have a school 



opatifd on the Island. How deeply did I Tegiet 
my ignorance of the Irish language. My heart 
felt almost bucating with desire to declare to the 
poor people about us the glad tidings of Redeeming 
love. They seeming as willing to hear as I was 
to speak ; but we were equally unintelligible to 
each other. The Irish Reader who had accom- 
panied U9, Baked, by niy desire, if there was any 
one among the people that seemed better infonnc3 
on religious aubjecls. ' There was one,' lliey said, 
' a holy woman, a Carmelite ; oh, it was she that 
knew a great deal ! ' Having expressed a dewre to 
sec her, immediately an opening was made in the 
crowd, and a poor woman came forward with great 
devotion of manner, her arms folded upon her 
breast. But it soon appeared that all her informa- 
tion consisted in having heard that she must bow 
before a wooden cross and repeat some prayers. 

" Our Irish speaker then explained to her the 
love of that precious Saviour, who had shed His 
blood to cleanse His hclieving people from all sin, 
and receive them when this mortal life should end 
into everlasting joy. ' Ah ! ' said the poor Car- 
melite, while tears chased each other down ha 
cheeks, ' there is comfort in your words. NeviT 
n will I be trusting to any thing, or any one, 
^t that merciful Saviour who gave his precioiu 
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sinners such as me. Never again will I be 
^ up or bowing down to any but to Him/ " 



ler, the long-neglected natives of the lone 
t Islands are rejoicing, even amid their 
overty. Their patient endurance has been 
ed. They have a school, an Irish Reader, 
Knre all, they have that Word which is able 
:e them richer than the richest, and wiser 
e wisest of this world's children. 
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GOUGANR BARRA. 

Were r Etranger nha had never visited Ireland 
before, to whom her post and present history wib 
alike unknown, brought to nitneaa scenca such a 
Gougane Barra often presents, would be not be 
juatiliEd in aupposing that he stood on heathen 
ground ? If the natives of the coast of Aiiica 
have their greegreea, we have our ecapulan, out 
ainuletB, and our charms. If the people of India 
have their holy river, we have holy wells innu- 
merable, to which pilgrimage is universally mado 
on certain days. If they have their hallowed ealih 
(resolved W be in no wise outdone), ho have we. 
Whenever a Raman Catholic Priest of more than 
otdinary sanctity is buried, the earth of his grave 
is considered holy and endued with the power of 
healing ; and, incredible as it may appear, it it 
often sent for by people at a great distance, tied up 
in a rag, and bailed in a drink for a sick person ; 
r which it is sent back to the grave, for it 
fould be aacriloge !d keep it. The pious individual 




to whom we are indebted for the following intereBt- 
ing account of a visit to Gougane Barrn, has seen 
several of these little bags of earlli on a Priest's 
grave in the ehuroh-yard of Skull: — 

" Often dires my mind revert to the Buiumer of 
1823, when, in company with some friends, I 
visited the romantic lake and island of Gougane 
Barra, long one of the most celebrated holy places 
in this nEighbourhood, and to which pilgrimages 
were wont to be made on the 24th of June. And 
here, perhaps, it may be well to give some account 
of this annual pilgrimage. On the previous even- 
ing, the pilgrims assembled, to the number of 
several thousands, from various and distant parts 
of the country, for it was necessary to spend the 
night there. So great was the concourse, that 
many went for the purpose of making money by 
erecting teuta and having provisions for sale. 
Those whose children or friends were afflicted with 
illness, brought them at great expense and trouble, 
to bathe them in the holy welt and pray, or, as the 
phrase is, to give their rounds for them. Sick 
horses and cows are also taken there. If a diseased 
person lives to return home, a bit of rag is torn 
from some part of liis dress and hung on a certain 
tree as a memento of hia recovery. If a beast, 
the rope with which the nnimal was tied was left. 
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If the peraan diea tliere, he ia cDBsutered hajip; for 
eternity, and hia remftins interred in a burying- 
ground on the banka of tlie lake. At length the 
meetings there became so noted for every species 
of depravity and vice, many going mcrply for 
amusement, that the Roman Catholic Bishop of 
Cork deuonneed his curse upon every one vho 
should visit it for devotional purposes. It lay under I 
the curse for about a year, when the Bishop sent 
seven priests to take it off. Tliis they effected by 
performing sundry devotions there, afler which the 
people were again allowed to renew thcar stated 
visils, but not in a body, on Ihp 24th of June, i 
any other time they were now told, would Bllawet 
tlie end as well. But to return to our > 
Although the distance from my own dwelling to 
Gougane ia only nine miles, yet the way being 
over high and I'ugged mountain!, it was ncn 
impossible (o think of visiting it from thence. I 
therefore took advantngc of my stay at Bantry, i 
die latter end of August, 1822, to go and aee th 
celebrated lake and island, and alao the now cele- 
Iraled glen of Kemineah, the stronghold rf the 
Whiteboys during the preceding winter and spring. 
This glen in about ten miles from Bantry, the ni 
load to Mucroom leading directly through it, eai 
passing within hnlf'a-mile of Gongane. BefllK 



diH road was made, Ihe way to tlit lake in evety 
direction lay over almost impassable mauntaina, 
so that a joiuney to its banks was an undertaking 
of no small difficulty. We set out ahimt nine 
o'clock in the morning. The day was particularly 
fine, and for eome time we had a view of the beau- 
tiful bay of Bantry, with its islands and mountains. 
Several gentlemen's seats also appeared, to vary the 
loDdacape ; but when we liad proceeded live or six 
miles, all trace of human hahitation seeioed to 
vanish, and the fair prospect we bad left was suc- 
ceeded by flat bogs and dreary barren billa. As 
we approached the glen, the mountains rose higher 
and higher, and a hold perpendicular rock pre- 
sented itself, jutting out into tlie road, the moun- 
tains on the opposite side being nearly perpen- 
dicular also. On the top of this I'ock an eagle hud 
built her nest, and seemed to stand the ceptinel, 
or rather the sovereign, of this wild domain. It 
was at this spot, which :b the narrowest part of 
the glen, that the Whiteboys hurled down a huge 
fragment of rock into the road, which completely 
blocked up the passage just as Lord Bantry, with a 
amall body of military and a few gentltmen, had 
passed. The rock was aiterwards broken up by 
blasting it with gunpowder, and the fragmettCi 
still remain, piled up at each side of the 
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Having pasaed Ihig remarkable spot, wc suddenly 
found ouraelvcB embosomed among mountains. The 
glen extends for nearly two miles, the road in 
some places being cut out of the ^des of the 
mountain, and in others borrowed from the bed 
of a brawling stream, which seems likely in a 
short time to establish itself in its ancient rites. 
Throughout the whole length of Ihe glen we eould 
not gee more than one hundred yards hefure us, 
as the road winds its course according to the 
inequalities in the fl[des of the mountain. It was, 
indeed, a genuine mountain-pass, so rough and 
ton) up by winter floods that my companions pre- 
ferred walking. I remained alone in the jaunting- 
car, and could not help feeling an itidescribable 
owe, heightened perhaps, by recent indiapoation. 
Never had I witnessed so wild a scene, and, whfle 
enclosed an alt sides by mountains, I recollected 
how lately this now deserted spot had heen the 
scene of carnage and death. Where we travelled, 
without seeing or heiug seen by human eye, mul- 
titudes of lawless and desperate men lay hidden in 
the caves of the mountain, and, like the Highland 
clans of old, could start up and assemble in battle 
array at a moment's warning. Where we, with 
only one male attendant, fearlessly entered the 
t the rack of the Eagle's-nest, it was al 



tha peril of their lives tliat Lord Biintry end liis 
few brave followsTs attempted it. Jjouking up tu 
ihe formidable barriers wliich Datuic liad oppoeed 
to a poslogF tlirough tbia remarkal>le glen. I felt 
assured, that were a dozcu well-diBciplincd men in 
possession of the pasa, they might defend it against 
an armed host My Lhougbta tlien turned to Ihe 
future. Tlie high and gloomy mouulains cnelosing 
our path, and excluding bom it the raya of tlie 
sun, which only gilded their Bummita, reminded 
me of that awful day when men shall go into tlie 
clefts of the racks and unto the tops of the ragged 
rocks, for fear of the Lord, and for the glory of 
his majesty, when He ariseth to shake terrihly 
the earth. ' Alas ! ' I thought, ' surely many of 
these deluded heingE, wlio ao lately were in 
triumphant posfesaion of these fkstnesses, sliall be 
ready to aay to the mountdns and to the roeke, 
" Fall on U9, and hide us irom the face of Him 
t^t sitteth ou the throne, and from the wrath ol' 
tke Luub!" And will not many of these, who 
jlio&ts a purer f^th, and from whom the Bible a 
not withheld — who, in possession of tlie key of 
knowledge, open not its stores to those tliat are 
ready (o perish, though they have not to cross the 
<Mje^ to seek them, but may find Ihcm at t' 
vtFf doorv? — slioll not these, who forgetting, » 
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diaregording such glorious and encouraging worda 
of Scripture as the following: — " He tliat winnel]] 
Bouls i> viae ; " " They that turn many to righteous- 
neaa almll shine aa the Itars for ever and ever;" 
" Brethren, if any of you do err ftom the truth, 
and one convert him ; let him know, that he which 
converteth a sinner from the error of his way 
shall save a, soul from death, and shall hide a 
multitude of sins;" — ahall they not be included 
in the same condemnation, and have I not on this 
point reason to fear that day for myself? May the 
Lord pardon his unworthy BEtvonls in this thing, 
and give them etrength from above to do better in 
future.' 1 had full time for these reflections, and 
many more, aa we passed along the rugged and 
solitary road through the gien. At length we 
emerged from it, and my companions joining me, 
we turned olT the high road to Mac room and 
proceeded towards the lake. While in the open 
counCiy, the place was pointed out to us where 
Lord Bantry and hia parly had a skirmish with 
the rebels, and where the poor soldier was killed; 
ajid also the house which (he soldiers had set fire 
to in revenge for the death of their comrade. The 
only houae, or rather cabin, we saw, from the time 
we left the glen until we arrived at the lake- 
stands near the road, about midway between both. 



Titia wretched lenemenC is iutiabited by the wife 
and cbildren of one of the misguided disturbers of 
their country's peace. Whether he wsa hanged or 
transported, or fell in battle, we could not learn ; 
but he is gone to his great account. Three miser- 
able-looking squalid children, the eldest apparently 
about twelve years of age (the only human being 
we had Been for several miles) came out of the 
cabin as we passed and followed us to the lake. 

" After being so long enclosed by mountains, we 
lelt the contrast of a more open country q sensible 
relief. No wood was to be seen, allhoiigb traces 
of where trees had been, might be discerned on 
each side of the road. As we approached from 
the south towards the east, we saw some fine 
cultivated ground ; the rest woa 
tainous, and barren. We did ni 
lake until we were within forty o 
its brink, end the firat view of it i 
striking. To the north and wes 
mountains rose almost perpendicularly from the 
edge of the water : they seemed perfectly bare of 
vegetation, and formed a strong contrast to the 
little green and woody islet which lay almost at 
our feet. A cottage, built by the owner of the 
soil as a hunting-lodge, stood on a sloping green 
lawn on oiu lef), and near it, but close to the 
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watvr, was the buryuig-groiind. A causeway bad 
been built from the maiii litnd into the Island, and 
about haif-way over, on the right-hand side, ihe 
holy well was enclosed from the waters of the lake 
by a wall, and covered over. On reaching the 
laland, the first object which arrested our attention 
was a lai^e flag standing against a tree with the 
ftdjowing inscription : — 

" ' This plnee of devotion was dedicated to 
Almighty God, to the blessed Virgin Mary, and 
unto St. Fin Ba, in the aeventeenth century of 
our Lord, by the Rev. Deania O'Mahijny, who, 
after the erecting of these buildings, made Ihem 
his residence till the end of his rehgioua days ia 
this world. He died Anno Dom. 1700. Almighty 
God be merciful to those the souls of the laithftil 
departed. Amen.' 

said, and probable, that St Fin Ba in 
nony has hod recourse to this place, G-aoi 
whoni it detivea the same of Gougin Bar. 1i» 
4uty usually perfonned bereot, purporting tbe 
iCkvotSon of the rounds, is exacted in the fallowing 
iner, and is also divided into thirteen port* 
or squai'cs, to agree with Uie thtrlaen jdaees 
appointed for prayer : — The afternoon of the XU 
of June, and the forenoon of ihi' 2'lLh ditto, 
4kE festival of St. Jrtra fe^^vs^., -kV™, \b. issk 
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lime at Ibe particular places, in alternate form, 
recite tlie Lord's-prayer, and the Salutation of the 
Virgin Mary, as often as mentioned on the sub- 
sequent stone ; and at the finish of every part of 
prayer, recite the Cieed and General Confession : 
the rounds fulfilled. The afternoon of the 24th 
September, and the forenoon of the 25th ditto, 
the Festival of St. Fin Barry, tho same devotion : 
rule fulfilled :— 

"■lEtCbapeL 2d Chapel. 3d Cbnpet. 4(li Chapel. 
Ft. Vi, P*. Vi, Fxv. Viv. Pix. Vii. 

Gth CLapeL Gth Chapet. Tth Cliapel. Sth ChapeL 
TxKX.Wxxx. Fxxx.yxxx. Puiv.Vxxiv, Pixitx. Vxxxx, 
9lh or B. Chapel. TheKee". The Fountain. TheChurch. 
PmXT. Viixiv. Fv.Vv. Fv. Vv. Pv. Vv.' 

" P. stands for Pater ; V. for Virgin ; and the 
annexed figures specify the number of Pater Noslers 
and Aves to be said at caeh station. The Church 
18 only a. Priest's grave. The ruins of some old 
bnildings are still standing on tlie island, in the 
largest of these (called in the inscription the 
B, Chapel) ne could perceive where the altar 
bad stood, and a small iron cnicifix lay on the 
ground. The floor of this chapel was thickly 
covered with pebbles. We were told that they 
uere brought there by l\ie yeofXe \q ttdw^i ftisn 
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prayers ; as for every prayer, or set of prayers, 
lliey throw Oowii a pebble. We also observed 
many little pieces of wood, with iiotcbea cut in 
them for the same purpose ; a uotch being cut 
for cTerj prayer said. At the western aide of the 
island was a raised mound, whieh we ascended 
by a flight of steps. Here, in the middle of a 
square, enclosed by eight arches, stood a la^ 
wooden crucifix. A man and a woman were kneel- 
ing opposite two of the arcbeE, praying. They 
appeared totally unconscious of our intrusion, and 
we retreated as quietly aa we could, unwilling to 
I disturb their devotion. While wandering about 
the little island, one of my companiona observed 
that the solitude and quietness of the place atronglj 
reminded her of that beaulifti) Hymn of Cowper's, 
titc second stanai of which is as follows ; — 
" ' The calm retreat, the silent shade. 
With prayer and pinjee Bgieej 
And aeem bj thy sweet bounty made, 
For those who follow lice.' 

" Of the many generations now gone by wba 

worshipped in this lone island — of the multitudM 

who have come here to make long prayers, and 

I ignoraiuly to repeat words with their lips — Eurdy 

[ Qtere were some who, according to the light vonsli- 
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Lud, let not the piely and self-denial of these 
lealtms, though it may be auperalltiouB, misguided 
Christians, rise up in judgment against ua, hut 
enable us, by thy grace, to make a right use 
and improvement of tlie clearer light and more 
excellent talents thou hast committed to us l 
Alter walking about for some time, we partook 
of a slight repast which we had brought with 
U3, and calling the children who had followed 
ufl, we divided the fragments between them. 
Whether impelled by hunger, or the force of 
habit, and an intercourse with hts father's guilty 
associates, I cannot say ; but the eldest bay 
snatched at the food, and would have eaten it 
all, witliout sharing any part with the others, had 
he been permitted. His countenance was par- 
ticularly foThidding, and he was euyercd with rags. 
He and his poor little couipanions presented an 
appearance truly pitiable. Unhappy children 1 
may the Lord raise up some kind &iend to succour 
and instruct you in the ways of piety and peace, 
and may you be enabled to take warning hy your 
miaettihle father's untimely fate ! We left the 
lake, followed by these deserted ehildren, hut soon 
lost sight of them and their wretched habitation ; 
and retracing our way through the Glen of Kemi- 
neah, in b fen- honrs we avrivei Hii£e\^ a\ '^c ';'»-^ >^ 
oiirjottmey." 



; IRISH SCHOOLMASTER'S JOURNEY 
FROM HOME. 



"here's not a. leaf, a flower, or tn 
IiiL hull a nameleoE chann for r 
I stamp of ihe Divinity. 
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pio ve owe no greater abligation to the IrUi 
Society than that of awaking the dormant feelings 
and drawinj; forth the latent energies of our poor 
but liighly-gifled people, even that might entilJe 
it to the grateful and warm support of all who, 
irhile they mourn for their country's degradation, 
hope yet to aee her emerge from the clouds by 
which she has been so long surrounded. But far 
deeper, far more exalted are its claims. Approach' 
ing our ignorant peasantry (in the only way by 
which they are approachable, through the m.ediuiD 
of the native language), it places in their handi 
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^at bleesed Word, whicli, like Jacob's ladder, 
unites earth lo heaven ; for grHdually, as light 
and knowledge increase, they ascend from step 
to step, until the Son of God receives them at the 
top, ond admits them into the bright regions of 
His everlasting glory. 

" I had not been long in my newparieh," says 
a pious Minister of the Church of England, " when 
1 heard that the Priest's schoolmaster, James Stil- 
livan, was a great Irish scholai ; and wishing to 
introduce the Word of God to him, and gain at the 
same lime mjself a knowledge of cny native lan- 
guage, an important object in that remote part of 
the south of Ireland where the Lord had now 
appointed my ministry, 1 sent for Sullivan, and 
expressed mj desire to leam Irish ftom him. He 
willingly consented to become my teacher, but, 
fearful of being seen coming lo my house, it was 
only in the evening twilight that he at first ven- 
tured to steal out and fulfil his engagement. It 
was not long before the Divine truths which be 
was now in the habit of studying (for onr reading- 
book was the New Testament} won upon his heart 
ond rivetted hia attention. We hud read together 
the Word of God, without note or comment, and I 

i, carefully refrained from making any remark ; 
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but a apark wua kindled that could not I 
quetK^hed, a thirst waa excited which the water 
of life only cauld aatisly : and gladly did I lend 
my feeble aid to cleor away all the rubbish that 
prevented my poor Irish master 6xna ireely par- 
taking of that pure stream. 

" About this timt it began to be known in the 
pariah that Sullivan was reading the Bible with the 
Protestant ctergyraan. But the fear of man lied 
passed away in proportion to the increase of Gospel 
tight, and Sullivan, not only sought my couusel 
boldly, but asHerted hia right to do so, and to read 
the Scriptures for himself. What most affected 
him was a letter from his brother Benjamin, to 
■whom he was fondly Bttacbod, entreating him to 
beware how he listened to the Protestant clergy- 
man or went against his Priest. This letter, which 
was written with the most aiTectionate e 
and great simplicity, Sullivan brought ti 
it was evident tliat the apprehension of grieving 
his relations was Ms sorest trial ; but he waa aaon 
convinced, that they who will not leave all to 
follow Christ, arc not worthy of the kingdon 
heaven. It was not long brfore his delennifia- 

read, and teach others to read the Word | 
of God, rendered it necessary that he should n 



(|abh baa situation as the Priest's schoolmnater, 
whicb lie did cbecrfully and without hesitation. 
But seeing him exposed to many trials, besides 
that of bfing deprived of his only means of sup- 
port, I procured for Iiim the situation of school- 
master with my dear friend and brother in the 
ministry, (he Rector of C . 

" Although truly grateiid for this unexpected 
provision, the rending of all his early ties, and 
removing t^i what appeared to him so great a 
distance, was felt acutely by poor Sullivan, whose 
homely exterior veiled a mind of great sensibility. 
He was (as the Irish say) bom a poet, and now 
that he could ' look from mtturs up to Nature's 
God,' his mind seemed to acquire new powers of 
enjoymeut, while his heart yearned with tenfold 
affection over the dear relatives from whom he was 
about to port. But he felt that no distance, no 
alienation, could prevent his praying for them, and 
he was comforted. 

" This letter, whiah I received from Sullivan, 
after hia establishment in his new situation as 

schoolmoater at C , describes bis journey {the 

longest he had ever taken) so simply, and gives 
such a genuine pietiire of his kind and grateful 
disposition, that I tliink you will lie ^jWiSfA 
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^^B " ' SeptevAer ], 1838. 

^^^H " ' Ever aSbctionate and dear Sir, — I hope your 

^^^B good sense aiid Christian feeling will pardon my 

^^^B Idlence so long, and for not having before now 

^^^^ tetumed you my sincere thanks, the least and 

^^^V only compensation I uan make yoa, for all your 

unmerited attention to me. I trust that my parcel 

will come safe, with the books you gave me, as 

by them 1 hope to wean my brothers, by small 

d^ees, Irom their errors, and to bring tliem to 

the true fold of Christ, I slept in Castletown the 

first night I left you, and arrived at -irdgroom at 

half-past six the next morning, John Sullivan, 

his wife, and son, were after crossing the ford; 

they were going to llie bog to cut turf, the morning 

being most charming, but himself returned with 

me, leaving the wife and son to pm^ue llieir caune 

to the bog. Wc came to John's house, where we 

bad an excellent breakfast prepared for ua by the 

good-natured Mary, and, in the interim, John and 

I walked to the north to procure aomo friends lo 

■uist us in rowing the boat. It wag about ten 

hen we left Pulleen. Silvester, John's 

)hew, with himself and another friend, boldly 

>WGd the boat, while I, as helmsman, made up 

]. At half-past twelve we landed at Mr. 

, of Derryquin, on the Kerry side; my 
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IHend John SuDivan* going with me tn show mc 
the way from the shore to the road ; and after 
many good advices, he poured forth, with much 
cameatneBs, blessings on me, wishing me success 
on my journey : and so we shook hands and parted- 
Lonely I went on my way, until I readied the 
Black water-bridge (as they call it), from whence 
my road lay up the country, being a new line not 
yet finished. It was five in the evening when I 
was able to come out on the Killamey road ; j'et 
Ihe road, though very bad, had a beatitdful stretch, 
through a very fine country. I got two or three 
drinks of excellent white winef from the adjacent 
cottages, the day being very sultry, and having 
nothing else to refresh myself with. I cannot 
describe my feelings, aa I approached the cele- 

taated Lakes of Killamey. Oh! Mr. S , what 

a heavenly scene ! what a beautiful picture of the 
power and wisdom of that Creator, who formed all 
things, who commanded such a wonderful asseni- 
blage of objects aa at once to delight and astonish 
the beholder! I journeyed on, amid the lone- 
liiiesa of the overshadowing foliage ; and to view 
the evciiing sunbeams play on the blue and 
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^^^B nnnifflEtl wsIptb beneath, would lighten tlie sor- 

^^H rows of any person. Tbe liour was one when 

^^^1' the stringi of the lyre, or the goimd of the lute, 

^^H might be heard lo tbe greatest advantsge, and 

which would afford sweet contemplation to flie 

naturaliat. Not to he too prolix, I slept at 

Cloghreen, and the next morning had another 

instance of the genuine principles of good believing 

Protestants, in a Deaf and Dumb Meeting that 

took place in the Killamey school<room. I never 

• witnessed any thing that delighti'd me so much 
ai the replies of the poor deaf and dumb boys. 
After breakfasting the next day, I set out for 
Kantiirk, leaving the grand end majestic panorama 
of wood and Lake Tore, Mangerton, and aU behind 
me ; and at nine on Friday morning, I was in the 
^^^ house of your Reverence's well-wishera, Mr. and 

^^L Mis. F . 1 got a subslantiul breaklast li-om 

^^^B the good woman : each seemed to vie witli the 
^^r other who should be most attentive to me, or 
I who should ask the most (juostions respecting 

your welfare. With light heart I bent my steps 
I for tbe present spot, and about four in the evening 

^^H^ 1 was speaking to the Tender-hearted and ChristiaD 

^^H Mrs. C in her own kitchen. As Mr, C 

^^^ WHS not at home, she read, your letter, and after 
^^ many ijiieslionB about yuvii \\ea\ft\, ^t Vfe. w*. 

IE I 
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The next morning, my kind patron introduced liim- 
eelf by asking me to walk oat into the garden 
with him, where he Epent a good while, talking 
tfl me on various matters ; concluding by letting 
me know tliat I should be one of his own family 
mitil the former mast<>r was out of the school. 
On the 14lh of August 1 commenced my vocation, 
the master having given up and gone to live next 
door. On the following morning there were eight 
panes of glass broken in the school-house windows 
before we came to the school, and ten on the 
morning after. But not to he tedious, I would 
thint myself among the happy, were it not for the 
late master and his wife ; though I do every thing 
to please them, yet she can command such a 
tongue for scolding that she wearies my life. 
When I go down the street she scolds me, and 
at my return does the same : all the bad names, 
beggars, sweeps, &c., she hurls at me and at Mr. 

C ; and sometimes threatens me with paying 

me off. Judge, dear Sir, of my condition in such 
straits. 1 would not wish to be placed under the 
care of better, or more afTectionate people, than 
those under whom, by your kindness, I am at 
present. My comfort is what they look to now, 
and my spiritual good and welfare iti tKc w;^^ 
world. Give my kind andwarmcftV e'4\ft'iaN. V" *^ 
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dinnteresUMl and noble gcntlen 

family ; also to Cnptain John R , and family; 

and Mr. W , of Adrigole, who kept alive the 

good seed in my heart, while the devil and S 

fought against him and me ; and also to Mr. H . 

Tell him — and believe me, my deareat Sir — that I 
am more lirmly attached to the ChriBtian religion, 
as I see it in Proli^atanta now, than ever ; and I 
hope, aa I grow older, that the nurture and admo- 
nition of the Lord will grow in me in. thia fiuth, 
whieh I know to be, what it is, the true and only 
good one. If you have the kindness to write to 
my brother Ben, tell him where I am, and bid him 
be of good comfort, for I fear the poor boy will 
break his heart, together with my father and 
mother, for having me separated from them and 
from their creed. I would not wish to distren 
them, but still I hope, if Ben'a prqudices can be 
got the better of, he will shortly learn from the 
books you gave me ; and tcU him that I am far 
from being astray, with God's blessing and grace. 
I would wish that my sister Catherine would gel 
herself ready for coming to me here, nnd my 
brother Mich, who could get work at his trade in 
this town. Perhaps some good gentleman tra- 
relling Ijere would bring me the sister, letting 
the brother walk it. \ Wjw, ieai Svx, '* ■jwa. ii« 



ftr ■writing to Mr. C , that you will let me 

know how aro my frienda in Bantry; and if my 
dear Ben has been, since I left, in the employment 

of Mr. L . I hope that D — L goes on 

smack and amooth as uaual. In vain, dear Sir, do 
I look for the scenes of former days in this country. 
Too often a deep sigh, and soul-rending pang, 
darts through my Iratne, that almost tells me I 
am yet too fond of wild western scenery to wean 
my fancy ftom them. Poor Paddy Sullivan has 

not heen in tliis town, nor at Mr, C \ since 

I came here. I conclude, best and dearest friend, 
with begging of the Lard to shield you from the 
power of your enemies, and hoping you will be 
spoken of with the same enthusiastic affection — 
when you leave the mines, as here— by those who 
fDtinetly knew your worth. I entreat you to pray, 
dear and Eeverend Sir, for your bumble servant, 
" ' James Sullivas.' " 




THE CONVERT REBUKED BY HIS 
HORSE. 



To awe these heretic despisera, 
The Church's power ma; yet avail, 
If horua tum into adviaen. 



I from the Ramiah Chun^h had set 
' out early on the Lord'a-day to meet their 
loved ininigter, who v&s on thst morning to read 
the beautiful service of the Church of England, 
and declare the bleised tidings of pardon and 
peace tJirough a cnicifled Saviour, to the simple 
oongrcgation now asaembling in the school-room at 
Ventry. 

These two bumble believers knew that it would 

, gladden Mr. G 'a heart to see them coming 

1 to welcome him; end as ihey went on their 
icient diseiplea journeying to 
I Emmaus, they held converse with each other 



on all the things that tind happenEcl. While 
thus employed, they were joined by several poor 
people who were atrangeTs to them, aa the titular 
Bishop's presence on that morning in the chapel at 
Ventry had brought many ftom distant parts of t!ie 
country. The poor Irish need little introduction 
to each other, the desire to hear and commu- 
nicate news being an all-sufflcient banisker of 
ceremony. T!ie Bishop's visit to Dingle, nitli 
how he looked, and all he said about the Irish 

readers, — the tum-coata, and Parson G , was 

now a copious gul^ect. " But after all," said one 
of the converts, "that Bishop, is no good." " What 
do you mean ? " exclaimed a woman ; " I just mean 
what I say," replied the convert, and having by 
this bold assertion arrested the attention of all 
present, "Surely," he continued, " it is quite plain 
and evident tliat if he was any good, or had 
any power, he would now work a miracle upon 
these turn-coats, who care nothing for his threats." 
" Oh," exclaimed the woman, " these turu-coats arc 
a dreadiid set. Didn't you hear that Daniel Sul- 
Uvan'a horse spoke to him the other day?" "Spoke 
to him ! " said the convert, who had heard the 
story before, but wished to ascertain where it 
had orismated, " why, that would be next doov 
to a miracle, if not one altogether. Bui tell us 
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how it was ! I have my doubts about it." " Oh, 
then," ehe replied, " you may be certain, it is an 
undoulited fact." "But how do you know that I" 
" For the best of all reasons, the Priest told it 

to US himself." "What IMest!" "Father ." 

" Well, then, if the horse spoke to hun, what did 
the horse say?" "Why, as Daniel Sullivan was 
riding the other day, he began abusing his horse, 
and pitching him to Ibe devil. When the horse 
stops, and aays to him, 'Master,' saya he, 'you 
labour under a great mistake, it Is not I that 
am going to the devil, but yourself, and your 
family.' 'How do you make that out!' sayi 
Baniel. 'Becauae,' replied the borse, 'youhaveleft 
the true Church and became turn-coats ; ' " and 
"Obi " added the poor woman, raising her hand) 
•nd eyes, " what a shocking set they must be, when, i 
sbrute heast would be permitted to rebuke them." 




THE SWORD OF THE SPIRIT. 



The IotM diadple saw his Lord, 
Xn glorf stand before him; 
And tiom his mouth a glittering sword 
Shed added brightness o'er him. 
That sword was tvrr>-edged, lo convey 
How Hia bleu'd word cuts every way. 



While the Lord's believing people, and more 
eapecinlly his faithful Ministers, are wrestling 
against the darkness of this world, against spiritual 
wickedness in high places, they are enjoined to take 
unto them " the whole armour of God." Every 
weapon of that celestial armour is distinctly speci- 
fied ; the girdle, the hreastplatc, the sandals, the 
ahteld, the helmet, and lastly, the sword of tlie Spirit, 
which is the Word of God. " Thousands now in gloiy, 
and thousands still contending against llieir Great 
Master's enemies and their own, have found that 
sword effeciual to the revnET\g oa\BvieT ftic ^Kf*.*"*. 
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chains of Satnn'a fot^ng. It ii the divinely ap- 
pointed means of consuming the wicked, mitil 
finally destroyed by the brightcesa of His coming, 
vhom the heavens must receive until the restitution 
of all things. Without tliat resistless veapon the 
mightiest champions of the ChristisD faith have felt 
their strength to be hut weakness, while the feeblest 
most untutored peasant, 'trhen given to wield il, 
has proved more than conqueror. 

In the village of Moortown, at the foot of 
Brnndon mountain, the Priest called at the house 
of one of the converts, by whom he was iounediatel; 
admitted. " Are you not ashamed, John Lee," 
said his Reverence, " to have joined the turn-coals 
and deserted the true Church?" John instantlj 
pulled out his Bible and read, " I am not ashamed 
of the Gospel of Christ, for it is the power of Gal 
unto salvation." "Oh!" cried the Priest, ii 
rage, "you are one of the boys," and tun 
round, without fiirtlier expostuiadon, fae left the 

Shortly after the circumstance above related, 
John Leo was met by another of the convert^ 
who accosting him said, " What ia this, you dW 
to the Priest, JohnT' "I stabbed him," replied 
John. '"Stabbed him,' man! With whatT" 

Why, with the awoid, to be aure." "Wbnl 
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sword ? " said his friend, with astonishment, know- 
ing that John Lee was a peaceable man. " The 
sword of the Spirit," replied John, "which is the 
Word of God." 
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THE GBATEFUL IRISHMAN. 



Pull nuDy a bright electric >park 
or inlellecl ia doomed (o be 
EitinguiBhed by the inHueoce dark, 
The chiiling blssls of poverty. 



Tug heart that tcema with pure unfeigned charitjr, 
and with the love of God and man, curea not 
wliether contiguous or isolated the person is to 
whom it would administer aid atid consolation: 
H rests satisfied with knowing that the object 
ia in distress, and that God has given itaelf ths 
means to succour that ol^ect. It then cheerfullr 
exhilirates tlie depressed, alleviatpa his woea, and 
endeavours to Bmoothen his rugged path during 
his journey in this transitory world. Such a heart, 
replete with those Divine energetic principles, found 

me out, and sent me by Mr. D , a. subsidy, 

all the way from , to my homely co^ < 



the banks of llie llm^ift r 



I 'fei&b-, vmLV«.J 



the aasifltanee which your hand has given me, 
may God grant you grace, and after your spending 
a long and proiperom life in tliia world, may 
you be eternally chanting hia praises, in asso- 
ciation with the Angela in heaven hereafter. 
This is, and will he, the fervent and constant 
prayer of 

Your Honour's humble and obedient servant, 
William T. M'Ellioatt. 



M. The writer of the ahove has not only to contend 
against the pressure of extreme poverty, but he 
has felt, and still feels the iron grasp of per- 
secution ; not for liavuig renounced the Pope's 
uithority, for he professes himself still a mcmhcr 
of the Church of Rome, hut for continuing to 
read the Word of God in his native language; 
asi, having liad courage, despite of Priestly 
censure, to instruct Iiis more ignorant nelghhours, 
in that knowledge " which mokelh wise the simple." 

TliciB lines flhould [he children uf affluence scan. 
Oh, may <hey remembei the children of loll; 
Remember willi pify the poor Irishiniin, 
In kU lone Ultle col on Ihc liaiiks of the Fu^Ie. 



A VISIT TO INNISFALLAN. 



There h in legenda of the pa^ 
Our fathers heard before us, 

A pleEising sadness o'ei lis. 



TViTH the admirerB of nature May and October 
are favourite montha : the former, while insensiblj 
blending the freahneas of Bpring into the hloom 
of summer, opens a bright vista of promiwd 
enjoyment ; and the latter, though it rob Om 
oak of ita vivid green, and aleal away the tulip> 
the lily, and the rose, by arraying itself in aS 
the golden hues and varied tinges of autumD) 
profiera rich, though somewhat moiunftil, coui- 
pensation. A brighter afternoon had succeeded 
rather a cloudy morning in October, when a 
stranger, who had stood for Gome time silently 
contemplating a landscape of unrivalled beauty, 
saw a amall boat thoot out from among the trees 



which sutTound Iiinisfallan, aa with a natural 
rampart, and whose size and thickness would 
render approach to the island extremely difficult, 
did they not here and there separate, and form 
coves or landing- place a, affording to the admiring 
eye a slight glbnpse of the paradise within. From 
one of these coves the boat made direct for 
Robs, and two young men, resting on their oars 
aa they approached the quay, surveyed the stranger 
with looks of intelligence. " If your Honour 
be for the water," said one of them, "this is 
as clean and aa sound a boat aa ever you set 
foot in. We will row you to Olena, in no time; 
or, if you are for seeing the Upper Lake, we 
can have more hands, and 111 warrant well 
be down agtun before nightfall," "A bold asser- 
tion that," replied the stranger, "considering 
the time of day. But if you will take me to 
yon island, Irom whence you came, and call for 
me in an hour or two, you shall not regret 
your trouble." "Is it to Innisfailan? — Oh, to be 
sure. Sir '. — a sweet spot, and a holy one ; the 
match of it, as great travellers that come from all 
parts allow, is not to be seen in the univarsal 
world. Your Honour won't be for staying late at 
Innisfailan ? " said n weather-beaten tar, who sat 
at the helm. "Not late, my friend; — but, why 



*»T6 A VISII 

tol" " BcCBUsG the rooks are putting their night- 
caps on, and when the cormorante come in such 
flocks near to shore, there is likely to be fbnl 
weather at their tail." 

" Stop your croaking, Bill," said one of the 
jroiing boatmen; "rest uilisfied that youll ba 
food for the cormorants yet, can't you, without 
striving to hinder the gentleman's divaraion?" Ashe 
spoke he extended his hand with a good-humoured 
laugh, in which all, even Bill himself, joined, 
and the stranger accepting his proffered aid, was 
speedily landed on the beautiful island of Innisfallan. 
Having engaged to return in Hvo hours, the 
bootmen again directed their coune for Ron, 
whose ancient cnstle Arose from among its wood* 
like the time-honouTed guardian of this romantic 
region. For a. few moments the stranger stood 
observing the active rowers as they dashed the bright 
spray from their onra, and then, left to theundiBtuihd 
enjoyment of bis own reflections, he proceeded ts 
k nearer investigation of & spot which had w 
attracted hioi at a distance. He had walked fiic 
Bome thiie, paushig at intcrvuls to admire tin 
rich variety of foUage and the diversity of hiU 
luid dale with which the island abounds, wh«a 
' hia attention waa arrested by wliat appealed 1* 
\ Lave been an abbey or some kind uf mouastic 



Iratlding. One tower had alone resisted the ravagei 
of time, wliilc the ivy which clung closely or 
buug in wild festoons around tlie mouldering 
walls, seemed to lend tliem fond but frail eupporC. 
Wandering nmong inoas-grown stones and ruined 
arches, a vision of long-vanished days stole over 
the stranger's mind, when the solitary ruin which 
he now beheld had been the chosen abode of 
men who, retiring from the world, had led here a 
life of self-denial, and, according to their views, 
moat acceptable to the Great Author of their 
being. "And here they eleep," he said, "beneath 
the ruins of their ancient home, not even tbe 
fall of these mouldering walls iould break their 
deep repose, and so shall the multitudes now 
moving on the face of the earth be laid within 
its bosom, and all their worldly cares, anxieties, 
and toils, be remembered no more." As he 
spoke aloud in the deep involuntary feeling of 
the moment, a sudden gust of wind swept through 
the Tuins, and raising his eyes, the aspect of 
the heavens assured him that Bill was no false 
prophet. Me had turned to seek shelter from 
the rain which began lo fall heavily, when he 
was accosted by an old man clad in a long 
blue ooat, which was fastened round the waist 
by a rude leathern girdle; hia silver hair flowed 
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Cram beneath a hat, or rather, what had once 
been one, and there was a benignity in his 
cminlenance and a kindness in the tones of his 
voice, that at once prepossesBed the stranger in 
, llis favour. " Will your Honour be pleased to 
enler mj poor cabin?" said the old man; "it 
JB no place, (o be sure, for a gentleman like 
you, but it ii beltEr than staying under the rain." 
So saying, and without writing for reply, he led Ihe 
vay to a cabin ao low that the stranger was faia 
to stoop almost double as he entered. " You 
■hall have a good fire, any way," said the old ' 
man ; and with a smile of welcome he heaped 
some dry wood on the hearth, which soon kindled 
and broke into a cheering blaze. " Yon won't 
leave Innisfallan to-night, Sir?" he continued, 
placing his only chair for the stranger. " I havp 
no thought of remaning, my good friend, the 
boatmen promised to be here in an hour o 
"Ah, the knaves! Well enough they knew what 
was coming ; there will be a blast this night, 
which no boat could stand ; it is time for me 
to know the storm sign on the lake. I have b 
looking at it these seventy years." 

" I should have thought that you had m 
ed more than seven^," said the stranger, " thelft ' 
lines of great age upon your brow." " Sorrow 



bag been a little beforehMjd with time," replied 
the old man, "the tears which we slied on ovir 
children's graves leave deep furrowa." Tlie last 
iTords were ecarcely audible, as Che old man beul 
his venerable head over the stick which lie was 
in the act of breaking to aupply the fire, while 
the stranger, feeling that he had touched a chord 
which vibrated painfully, hastened to change tlie 
subject 

"Since you arc of opuiion that the boatmen 
will not return this evening, and seem su hos- 
pitably resolved to share your fire with a stranger, 
you will not, I hope, deny mc the pleasure of 
assis^ng you tu replenish it." 

" It mill not bum the less brightly tliat a father's 
tear was on it," said the old man, as he rclin- 
qoiahed the oaken bough to the more powerful 
hand of his guest. " A bright lire, a hearty 
welcome, new milk, and potatoes, ace all I havR 
to offer," he continued, " yet I would be grieved 
lo iee them coming for you; but tlierc is little 
fear of it, they would scarcely be mad ennugli to 
brave this atorm ; though at all times but too 
ready to risk soul and body for a glaas." "I 
have seen, mth much concern," observed the 
stranger, "that the desire for spirits (<Jr, what 
they term mountiun-dEw), prevails (o a 



k 



180 * viaiT TO imnWitiAH. ■ 

degree amongst the inbabitonU of this beau^ 
couiiliy." "And well may your Honour aayjj 
Many a babe bus whiskey deprived of ita faUB 
and many a widow's leara baa it caused to Bi 
The very beggar in the street will give the p^ 
taken from the hand of charity for a "'^^ 
They may talk of all that Saint Patrick 
Ireland, and to be sure, be did a great 
but the saint, be he who he may, that hi 
whiskey tma her, nill have a greater 
atm." 

While thus conversing time passed, and 
neas began to add its horrors to t 
which seemed each moment to increase in viol« 
and, although the prospect of passing the ni| 
in the cabin, was not very attractive to the atratig 
he felt grateftil for the shelter it afforded, and ooi 
not hut admire tlie good-will with which the U 
owner prepared the only bed of which ha 
master, for bis accommodation, spreading 
hay in the comer for himself. He then let 
cooking potatoes, and, with hospitable all 
placed an ample bowl of new milk on a 
round table by the fire. 

Having partaken with true relish of this i 
fare, the stranger asked his kind entertainei 
long he had lived upon the island. "Mai^ 



Iwj, I have known Iniiisfollaii," replied the ulil 
man, "but I have been here entirely for tlic 
last forty years, looking after the island for my 
Lord's father; and now, for my Lord, himself." 
He alloira me the inilk of a cow, and the potatoe- 
garden ; — ail that I want." " And do you not 
fear to live here, by yourself?" "No, your 
Honour. What have 1 tofeari The living won't 
harm me, I have nothing for them to covet; and 
the dead (rest their souIe) would'nt, if they could. 
They who dipped their hands in the blood of 
the holy men of thia island, are gone to answer 
for it long ago. The soula of the mutiicred 
saints are happy, and their bones lie here quiet 
enough, under a great flag, which I wilt show 
your Honour, to-morrow." "You &o not, surely, 
mean to say, that they were murdered!" said ilio 
stranger, "I should have thought the veneration 
in which they are reputed to have been held, 
m^bt have preserved them from such a fate." 
"Ah, Sir! the workers of that bloody deed had 
but one master, and it is easy to tell who ho 
was; the wages he piomlHed them was the gold 
of thia world ; and they know well, now, how 
he has paid them in the next." " Vet, surely, 
my good old friend, the poor monks of whom 
you speak had no wealth to draw the murderer 
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to their peaceful island 1 " " Your Honour judges 

right, in supposing that they hadlitlte of their own : 
I Init I have heard my father say, and a good 
I warrant he liad for speaking, being, as himself 
certified, [he greatest antiquarian (that is the word} 
of his day, knowing all the stones and the dates 
of every cnstle and ahhey, for Iiundredti of raWa 
round. Our own abbey here (he discoTered) was 
built near a thousand years ago, and dedicated 
to Saint Finian, the Leper. Ah, Sir, he vibb a 
great scholar, though he called me sou that never , 
■was hke liim, only having a Wnd of reference 
for old buildings and old stones that will go 
down witii me to tlie grave, though I have no 
■kill in describing them. But, as your Honour 
— unlike to many that visit this sainted iidand 
ani! run over it just to have it to say they had 
seen Innisfallan — as your Honour looks at me 
'while 1 talk my own poor words, as if you took 
a, real interest in the fate of these holy men, 
I will tell you the sad history, in the words «f 
him, who knew how to apeak in a scholarly jnan- 
Der to a gentleman. 'The Holy Brotherhood,' Moi 
my father (rest his soul), 'The Holy Brotherhood 
of thia ancient ahbey lived ui troublesome timet^ 
when there was neither law uor order, only might 
wu right; and the chiefs themselves found it 



dl' they could do, to get their atrong vassals lu 
fight foe them, when they vrent to battle against 
other chiefs; but as to protecting the weak, or 
doing justice (o the oppressed, they liad neither 
will nor power for that; bo, all that peaceable 
men had to do waa to bring any trifle iu gold 
or silver they posseEsed, to the mauka : and at 
the period of the terrible niaasacre at Intiisfallan 
it was noised abroad that there was much wealth 
hid in the abbey, which, no doubt, brought the 
murderer? to shed the innocent blood of those 
who guarded it.' " 

"Were the perpetrators of bo foul a crime 
natives of this lovely country ? " said the stranger. 

"That question, your Honour, reminda me of 
what my father used to reply, when the same 
was put Co him, for he never was at a loss — 
having all his speeches by heart — ' I am hound 
both to answer and profess, that the natives of 
Killamey and its vicinity are clear of that crimson 
stain, which might well cast a veil of darkness 
over all the charms of our far-famed landscapes, 
and be our shame and reproach for succeeding 
generations.' It was vely fine, Sir, to hear him 
e3rpa(iate, for that was the word he always used 
instead of talk. Being one of the fii'at English 
EchoJara of liis timei and as (o Irish no one 
R'2 
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ever came near him," "Tell me, mygooA fKeaJ,'' 
said the stranger, "did you ever hc^ar liitn read ' 
or speak of (he Bible T' The old man paused ■' 
with a perplexed conn ten anc p : " I believe," said ' 
he at length, "that my father being, as he ofteB 
said, 'a faithful son of the Church,' never took 
it upon bim to look into that sacred book, but 
he had all the bves of the Baints at his fingeri'' 
ends; and as to miracles, it would have made yoDt 
hair stand upright to hear him tell about them. 
Oh I he was one worth attending to, — not such 
an ignorant poor man as me (as he often sai^ 
•that he was ashamed to call me his son — wasting 
his suhetance in trying to beat learning i 
brain of brick and mortar, to which nothing 
iFonld stick but a few of his own stories,' that 
hearing from the time he rocked tne in the 
until I laid him under the sod I coidd ti 
forget." " But you have not ycl told i 
particuinra of the poor monks' death?" said du 
stranger. " Well, your Honour, you a' 
it aa related by himself thirty years ago :- 

" ' Tt was dead of night, when a distant aaysgi 
clan surrounded Innisfallan in their boats. Th* 
moon and the stars, and the God that mi 
them, looked down on their bufcher work, ' 
ifte hiatoTT of it all shall nirt be tiJA b 



last great ilay of reckunliig, for they left not even 
a dog alive to witness againat them. But in the 
atill midniglit tliere roae a cr; so shrill and 
piercing, that every moiinlain echoed to the voice 
of its agony ; and at the first dawning of morning, 
boats were seen to pass towards the Upper Lake, 
deeply laden no douht, with the aecurscd spoil 
for which they had pledged their souls to tlie 

" A dreadful spectacle it was to those who 
next landed on Innisfallan, to see the blessed 
men who had been their protectors and eoun- 
sellois, bU covered with wounds, cold and stiff 
in their gore; and such a lamentation Gknaror 
Carantual never heard, as was borne over the 
lake from the grave where their loved remains 
were laid. You shall see the spot in the morning, 
Sir, it is just at the entrance of a little chapel 
which was built for the devout to say prayers, 
for the souls of those that lie underneath." "Ah, 
tny good old man," said the stranger, " if they had 
not found rest in the Saviour of sinnera, before 
they were sent by the merciless hands of their 
fellow-creaturea to await the judgment of the linnl 
day. Utile would mortal prayers avail them. Tell 
me, can you read?" "My father took care of 
that," said the old man, " be had me at the 
k3 
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primer from the time I was Che beight of a 
«Dd of turf, and mnny'a the bitter tear J abed 
over it." "And do you ever read? Mare you 
any bool;9?" "Why then, it is no great store 
I can l>DflBt of, for what my father used to tail 
hifl 'literary posaessions ' wore out with himself, 
or foil to pieces after him, except one that I 
bavo here upon the ahelf called "The Twelve 
Champions of Christendam;' fine reading indeed, 
but 1 am not trusting to that," he continued, 
fiimhling in his pocket, " 1 have a little book 
of devotion of my own, which is better worth 
your Honour's notice." " A Roman Cathohe 
Prayer-book," said the stranger; and opening the 
little volume, he turned over its leaves untU the 
'Litany of the Virgin fixed hia attention, " Momiug 
Star Ark : of the Covenant : Refuge of Sinners, pniy 
for U5." " What terms are these," he exclaiined, 
with astonishment and horror, "and to whom 
addressed, even to the meek and lowly Mary, 
who Hitid, 'My soul dolJi magnify the Lord, nod 
my spirit hath rejoiced in God, my Saviour.' 
'Wliat do yon, my good old man, suppose Ibe 
Lord JeFUH Christ saved the Virgin Mary from}" 
"' Indeed, your Honour, 1 cannot take upon me to 
■iay." "From the punishment due to sin," repUeil 
Vhe straager. " She tequired the perfect atonemest 
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liiade upon the cross by Him mho took hia mortal 
nature from her, aa much as you or I do ; she knew 
it, and therefore ahe rejoiced in God, her Saviour. 
Blessed indeed among women, she ie, and ever 
must be. But to call her the 'Itefnge of Sinners,' 
to intreat her to pray for us, is to reject the only 
intercessor between God and man, the only ' name 
given under heaven whereby we must be saved.'" 
"But sure," said the old man, "we are told in 
the litany of our Lady of Lorettn, to call her the 
' Refiige of Sinners.' " " These are man's worda, 
my friend," aaid the stranger, "but I will show 
you the Word of God; it is my travelling com- 
panion and my chief delight." He (hen opened 
a pocket Bible, and read several verses expres- 
sive of the full, free, and perfect salvatjon wrought 
out by Jeaus Christ for all who believe in hia 
name. " That seems a blessed book, indeed, 
Sir," said the old man, who had listened with 

"It shall be your own," said the stranger; 
" I con easily provide myself with another; but you 
must promise to read at least a chapter every day, 
and never to part with it." "Never, but with 
life," exclaimed the old man, as he took the 
sacred volume from the kind hand which prof- 
fered it. "And now, perhaps your Honour may 



Rwcuse my nsking you to csplain.one thing, and 
I (hat same i>, whether yaur Honour be a elei^mao 
n officer? It seems to me, who, to be sure, am 
D great jiulge, that you huve a military step sod 
: about you, but then your knowing so inueb 
religion puts that to flight alU^ether." "Yet 
innot Bee," replied the stranger, smiling, "how 
nj being engaged in the service of an earthly 
Wvereign «hciuld prevent my marching under 
the banner of the King of kings." " You are 
an officer then," cried the old man: "1 gueucJ 
as much, and it ia all the better I like you for it; 
I had two nans, brave lads, the joy of my old heart; 
they served under the victorious Wellington ; " 
he paused, then added, "They fell at Waterloo, 
and left me like a withered oak shorn of its 
brancheB," " Not too withered for the waterof life 
to revive it," said the stranger, as he grasped the 
old man's hand: "May that same water, whidi 
you will read in the fourth chapter of St. Jobn's 
Gospel, the Saviour of the world gave to the woman 
of Samaria, be to you a well of water springing up 
'iuto everlasting life.' " 

The bright sunbeams glanced through the vaiionB 
apertures in the cabin door, when the gtranger 
iwoke the next morning, and fearful of 
I venerable host, who still iliunb«red. 




ioftly forth to enjoy the deiightful freahnesa of llie 
air. Tlie storm liad quite pBsaed away, and left 
the rain-drops like eo many diamond sparks glit- 
tering on the luxuriant evergreens, while at every 
step, fresh verdure seemed to spring beneath his 
feet. The mountains, with their moveable trans- 
parent drapery of clouds; the lake, calm and 
beautiful, with its islands, promontories, and bays; 
the clear blue heavens, into which tJie sky-lark 
ascended as he sang ; the atill, pure loveliness of all 
around, filled the stranger's bosom with joy ines- 
presaihle. "If this world," he exclaimed, "changed 
aad blighted by the power of evil, ia still so 
wondrous fair, what must he the surpassing beauty 
of those bright regions, where thou, my God and 
Saviour, awaileth the conaummation of all things ! " 
Thus wrapt in contemplation, the stranger followed 
apath leading to the Abbey, to which the old man's 
narrative had given new interest. But the solitary 
tower was no more, the angel of the storm had 
stricken it, and it lay with all its wild ivy tendrils in 
undislinguiBhed masses at hia feet. While silently 
contemplating the scattered fragments, the stranger 
was joined by his kind host, who came to summon 
him to their morning repast, and to point out the flag 
beneath which the mortal remains of the friars 
reposed. It was jtist aa he had described it^— at the 
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1 small low building called a ciiapel, 
but wbich appeored as neglected, as the grave 
of the departed. 

"The lost saiat who dwelt here," aaid the old 
man, " web n holy hermit. It was before my 
father's time, as you may guess, Captain, by the 
size of that great tree ; it sprang up I am cer- 
tified, from the very mound imder wliich he 
waa buried; and 1 tell the boy, a sister's son 
of mine. Captain, who cornea now and then to 
look after me, when he finds me dead, just Id 
lay me there, being holy ground." 

" It matters little, my good friend," said the 
stranger, ' ' where tlie body moulders to its native 
duet, so the imdying spirit be vfith its God." 
The old man took ofT his hat, and crossing him- 
self devoutly, replied, "It is not for me, siimei 
that I am, to share in the jay of the blessed 
saints who watched, and worked, and faated upon 
this island, to say nothing of all their alms-giringa 
and penances, until at least, I have passed tiirough 
my purification, that ie, in purgatory, Captain." 
" I read of no such place," said the stranger, "nor 
will you find it in your Bible. You will there see 
Saint Paul's answer tn the jailer at Philippi, who 
asked him, as you perhaps may have asked yout 
Priest, 'What must I do to be saved?' There 



VBS not a word in the great Apostle's ri?ply, of 
penance or of purgatory, bnt simply, ' ISelieve in 
tlie Lord Jesus Christ, end thou shult be saved.' 
Think you, tlisJ He who bare our sins and earned 
our fiortowfl — who loved us and gave himself for 
U8, will consign hia penitent, believing people 
from the bodily anguish of dissolving nature 
into an oflerstale of suiTerings; as if his blood 
shed for us was not a sufficient atonement. Oh, 
no] He engages lo be with us when we pass 
through 'the valley of the shadow of death,' 
he desires us to fear no evil, for be will comfort 

" Amen ! " said the old man, in a tone of deep 
feeling, "you will be goLig from me, this fine 
morning, Captain, and may the blessing of God 
go and remain with you, when the poor old heart 
which yon have cheered can feel no longer." 

"See what the storm baa done," said the 
stranger, pointing to the fallen tower. "Ay!" 
repUed the old man, " I thought it would last me 
out, but it is laid low before me. There is little 
now to mark this holy spot ; nothing of the an- 
cient Abbey but a few mouldering waLs ; yet, 
some will be dreaming that gold is buried here, 
and they come rooting among Ihe old stones; 
though, to my knowledge, they have not got as 
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much for their pains as would fill my father's 
anufT-boK." Aa he apoke, he tapped a huge tube 
formed uf deer's horn, uhich returned a hollow 
toelBncholy sound, "Well, my friend," said the 
inger, " here is something that may enahic 
box to afibrd you a more agreeable reapona^ 
and you can tell thcac poor foolish people, should 
they come again in quest of the gold which 
periaheth, that you have found a treaaure indeed, 
sren Che word of Him, who ' spake as never man 
gpalce : ' and, remember, it is a treasure which is not 
to lio idle, but one for which you will have to give 
account." Having breakfasted on the same fare 
es that of the previous evening, the stranger, still 
accompanied by the old man^ who as the parting 
hour drew near seemed to cling to him more closely, 
went to meet the boatmen, now awaiting bii 

"WeU, your Honour," cried Bill, " was'nt I 
right in reapect of the cormorants t " 

"Yea; and 1 have to thank you for leaving me 
here all night." 

" Oh ! we knew well enough that old Brian would 
lake you in, and hope, your Honour, there's no 
offence nor harm, seeing that it was all the fault of 
the storm?" 

No harm, indeed,'' said the stranger, "hut," 
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he continued, extending his hand to the old man, 
"1 trust, much good. Farewell, my kind old 
friend. May we hoth rememher with equal 
pleasure and profit the storm and the calm which 
followed it. May we in every trial he given to 
hear His voice who said unto the tempest, * Peace, 
be still.'" 

The old man essayed to answer, hut in vain; 
a tear stole slowly down his furrowed cheek, and 
his venerable form, leaning against a tree, mingled 
with the stranger's last view of Innisfallan. 
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The mighty Shepherd of the flock, 
Alone can smite the flinty rock. 

And healing waters rabe ; 
Can render him who most withstood, 
A fovour'd instrument of good, 

A monument of praise. 



The voice of woe and lamentation was hushed, and 
the coffin was laid down near to the opened grave. 
It was the funeral of a Protestant, yet nearly an 
hundred Roman Catholics had assembled ; some, to 
pay the last duty which they could offer to the 
memory of one whom they had known from child- 
hood; and some, to hear the beautifully solemn 
Burial Service of the Church of England, read in 
their own loved native language. 

It was a lone but not unlovely spot^-that soUtaiy 
church-yard — the few trees in the neighbourhood of 
Dingle* seemed as if met together there, to shelter 
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iritb BDmmra' fbliage, and to shed autumnal leaves 
iqion die moes-grown tombetoneB of the humble 

As yet, although summer had taken her fare- 
well glance of llieae favourite trees, they had lost 
nothing of their verdant beauty. The soft breath of 
a mild August morning came wafted from the lofty 
summits of Conner-hill, scarcely waving the boughs 
under which were laid the cold rcmaiua of one 
who had often trod lightly there, until "earth to 
eartli " should be given, and dust restored to duat. 

Among the apectatOTs who listened to the af- 
fecting service — clothed in a language whose deep 
pathos and forcible expressions heightened the 
solemn lesson it waa so well calculated to convey — 
was the Rev. John Gregg, He knew the Irish 
language well. He not ouly loved it as his own, 
but it was dear to him as the medium through 
wliich he had often poured Divine consolation 
into the breaking heart, and revived the spirits 
of the contrite; and he could enter into and com- 
prehend the emotions of the simple hearers; until 
a deeper feeling, a more engrossing interest, con- 
centrated all bis attention on the ofHciating 
clergyman, every tone of whose voice, as he 
addressed the assembled people in Irish, setting 
forth him who is the Resurrection and the Life, 
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as " the Lanii) of God wliicli tafcclh awny the 
fiin of the world," renewed upon the wondroufi 
tabltta of (he mind a long-ratiished scene, and 
nwiikened every minute particular of a circura- 
stanoe which seemed well-nigh forgotten. 

Twelve years ago Mr. Gregg preached an Iriah 
sermon in the Court-house at Dingle, when he had 
been much annoyed by a young man, a bigotled 
Romanist, who tried to inlemipt him by striking 
the table nith a sttek, and making every possible 
disturbance when anything was said against Popery, 
and now he stood beside a minister of the Bslah- 
lished Church. He witnessed the deep feeling 
with which he had read that soul-touching service 
o'er the dead ; he heard him preach the everlasting 
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•• Gilt July, 1837. 
—I thought I would be able 
to go to Bee you before now, or at least, send you a 
letter of thankx fur myself and family : but wc have 
joined In prayer to the Lord to keep you in all 
your ways ; and at last, present you fauldesa and 
without hlame, clothed in Hia righteouaness, before 
ibe bar of justice, and then any, Go, ' tbou bleased 
of my Fatlier, into that rest which is prepared for 
the people uf God.' Please to excuse my treedom 
in asking you to remember me to my unchangeable 

" 1 am giving you too much trouble iu reading 
so long a letter, but I hope the Lord will enable 
you to bear with me, as the rest of ray (liecourBe 



will be about what he is doing for the bouIb of 
our poor countrymen. Tliere is nothing to be 
heard in the chapels, but curaing and blasting the 
poor Irish Teachpre and their scholars. Last Sab- 
bath hut one, for the first time I met aa Irish 
Teacher on his way to church. ' What makea 
you in town so early, John?' said I. < I am 
going to hear the prayers that I can understaiid, 
Sir,' Biijs John. ' Are you not afraid of the 
Priest's curse?' aaid I. 'No more than if I 
heard a dog bark,' replied John. ' Did you hear, 
Sir, how he cursed my little horse, lust Sunday, for 
your riding him, and the owner, and the bridle, 
and the saddle, and the man who lent them to as, 
but who's the worse for his cursing? ' says John. 

" The Priest in D , who cursed the woman 

before, continued dodging me for three days 
through the streets, and pointing at me to At 
people, telling them to beware of that rascal whom 
the devil had prepared to trap them. The Lord, 
I hope, showed me the way to foil the Priest, 
BO, while he was parading the streets looking aftet 
me, I started off to Ventry harbour, where he 
bad defeated me a few weeks since. But it was 
ae he defeated, not the Lord. 

" As soon as I arrived in the village, the veiy 
TWman whom &e Priest made a handle at, an 



INT. ma 

three miles to call her liusband to the IrlBh 
ineedng; I think the mimber waa nine. 1 stopped 
with them about four hours; and what was tlie 
result? It was that every one of them (Mr. Gayer 
told me) came to cliurch the following SaLhath. 
This ia the Lord's work, and we will have the 
victory through him. Please to hear an anecdote 

of Priest F , tlie ringleader of my murderers 

in the west. About five or six years ago he 
bad a dispute with lui Iriiih Teacher for uot coming 
to confession. The Teacher's ans» 
would not confess to any Priest 
save hia vow, the Priest got a 
for the Teacher that he might < 



was, that he 
on earth. To 
boat and sent 
confess to him 
, hut the Teacher sent him word that 
he would not confess to a man like himself either 
ou aea or land, while his Irish Bible secured him 
that Jesua Christ was 'the way, the truth, and 
the life.' 

" May tliis be the happy lot of all who read the 
Word of God, prays 

" Your.i truly, in Christ Jeaus the Lord, 
^b. "T. D , Irish Imbfectob." 



The above letter, and the following, are given ai 
they fell from the pen of the simple and pious 
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writer. During the inten-Hl of fourteen inonftiB, 
he had been the rejoicing witness that his prayer 
WBH granted; the seed Bcattered by that Divine 
Word had risen amid the thoroa of persecution, 
and the desert was be^iiing to blossom as the 






" Dijiglf, Gth of Septtmber, 1 838. 

HoNouHBD ,■ — As usual I called at my ixn- 

ttumgeablc friend's place yesterday, and finding; 
I were abseut, it gave me no small enn- 
I had something to tell you that I would 
not Cell to more than three other friends in Kerry, 
neither will I put it down with pen and ink, hut 
(ruat that the Lord, in whose hands arc the isBuea 
of life and death, will spare you and I to meet 
again. I suppode you heard of the large meetings 
we had in Kerry, during the time that Mr. Gregg 
remained with us. You may be sure 1 was pleased 
with every meeting, hut not bo much with any as 
with that Ht Ventry, and I am certain, so will 
you, after I tell you haw the school-house was 
lined. The dests were put dose to the wall, 
and the children of the converts standing on them 
id the house, wliile their fathers and their 
Bttt quietly hearing the truth from the man 
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rf Qod, in that one language dear to the Iriah 
heart. The number of children present was fifty- 
two. After the meeting wsa over, one of these 
little boya was abiiaed hy a Roman Catholic 
woman for going to hear the Protestant miniater. 
' But,' saya the boy, ' poor woman ! as yon cannot 
reiLd yourself, you ehould go and hear the Irish 
Bible read; and if you did so, you would be soon 
like Mr. Gregg,' ' How is that f said she. 'Why,' 
said the child, 'you would not find praying to 
»aiDls, to the Virgin, to Peter, or to Paul, or 
to any of the test of your cronice, neither would 
you find the Maaa in tlie Bible.' You know the 
child's fatlier well : hia name is Daniel Sullivan, one 
of our iirat converta from Popery ; the boy's age ia 

"By reason of suspected irregularily in the 
Bchnola in the south, Che friends in Tralce ordered 
me to the Ivragh diatrict. Soon after I arrived in 
Cahir some of the Protestants asked me, wm it 
& fact, that every convert I brought out of the 
Cbonh of Rome, and gave up to Mr. Gayer, 
should undergo the operation of drawing from 
tbeir veins every drop of Popish blood and sup- 
plying them, with Mr. Gayer 's blood 1 'If ttiia 
be the cose," replied I, ' no wonder our dear 
friend would look pnie in tlie faee.' What do 
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you think of BUch ProteBlanti to help the cause of 
their Redeeniei ? 

" On my way to Kenmare, 1 called at Deny- 
nime, and stopping at a house near the Roman 
Catholic chapel, I aalced the noman if alic coujd 
give me a. little milk. She replied tlmt ehe had no 
sweet mill:. ' I have Imtter-milk, ' said slie, ' but 
it is so sour you could not drink it.' ' Why,' said 
I, ' tiia ia not half as sour aa the drink the Lord 
Jesua Christ drank for me.' This drew on s con- 
versation, and very soon I hud about forty, young 
and eld, of Dau's barefooted buys. 1 took out of 
my Irish Hymu-book two or tliree hymnsfor them. 
One of the men travelled about a DiHe with me. 
He could read a little of the Irish, and I hope 
(with God's blessing) I will he able to make an 
Irish Teacher of him. I lefl him my hymn-book, 
the only one 1 bad. 

" On the south side of the Eeumare river I 
visited an Irieh echool. The Master lives on fli* 
side of a mountain, in a miserable cabin, without 
even a door (o it. Though he is one of the ler- 
vants of the Lord, and has to light against tha 
alave-master — thai is, the Priest — I am sure (under 
mercy), if poor Murphy was even alighUy sup- 
ported, the same parish would be soon like Ventry. 
I^.c pwn' fellow travelled with me two miles ; and 



when parting, ho toolt me by the hand, with his 
Bible in the otiier hand, and said, ' Blessed be the 
Son of God that maiie me free, and gave me Ikis 
Bword, to atnnd against an idol Priest and cniel 
neighbours.' I asked him if he woidd wish to be 
removed from the pariah. ' No ! ' said be : 'am 
I o&aid of man that wQl die ? Have I not the 
Lord's promise that He will never leave me, 
neither forsake me ? and baa He not given me 
twenty-six on my aide, beaides my own family! 
God be with you I ' said tlie poor fellow, ' and give 
my love to all my brothers in Christ,' 

" On last Sunday night, passing through the 
Gap of Dunlow, I was benighted. But (glory be 
to the Lord!) I was not alone. Tliroiigh His 
power and the work of His Holy Spirit, there was 
one by my aide, bearing his croaa, willing to endure 
hardness as a good soldier of Christ, ' though five 
weeks ego a lawful captive of Snton, but now one 
of the freemen of Kerry, and his name, I truat, 
written in the Book of Life.' This young man 
is an Iriah Teacher, and lives near the town. The 
Prieats are mad about bis leaving them, and so is 
their Master. 

" Mny the Lord bring you safe home, and com- 
fort us by your return I May He bless the good 
lady who translated the little book, and spare 
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useful lives ! — may God bring Mr. G r safe 

from England ! — ^may the Church of Christ prosper 
as the rose ! — may the Lord break every yoke that 
is lined with blood, and put on the yoke that is 
lined with love ! — is the prayer of your Honour s 
humble servant, unworthy as I feel myself (III 
say in Christ Jesus), and in the brightest beams of 
Christian regard, 

" T. D., Irish Inspector, 
" One of the Freemen of Kerry" 
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THE FISHERS' BOAT LAUNCHED AT 
VENTRY HARBOUR. 



To humble fishermen was given 
A Mission from the Lord of Heaven ; 
And now *tis theirs, o'er Erin's tide, 
A Missionary bark to guide. 



Where the mountains veil their summits high, 
In the fleecy clouds of the summer's sky, 
And the bright waves flow on the sandy shore. 
And the breakers mock at the ocean's roar, 
And the deep caves echo the sea-hird's note, 
Behold the launch of the Fishers' boat. 

Behold her crew, seven seamen hrave, 
As ere spread net on the moonlight wave : 
Their hearts were dark, and their hope was dim, 
Till they heard of Christ, and follow 'd Him ; 
Till they left their nets at the joyful sound 
Of the Gospel trumpet echoing round. 
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The friends that a»m'd to love before. 
When Ihey look the Cross would love no more ; 
Their craft was gone, their children's bread, 
But they trusted Him who Israel fed ; 
Against them clos'il each heart and hand, 
They were strangers in their native land. 

Yet (hey bote reproach* for their Lord and King, 
And he slielter'd them beneath Ills wing: 
He gave them courage to endure. 
He made them feel His promise mire ; 

rais'd them friends on that shore remote, 
He launch 'd for them the Fishers' boat. 

r snow-white flag it is floating fair. 
And the Dove of peace is pictur'd there : 
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• Seren poor Ventry fiabarmen having endured n 
persecution far embraring the truth, at length eqe- 
rienced the fulBlntent at that ble&sed promise, '^Thf 
bread shall bo sure." A pious individunl, who had been 
a shield in the day of trouble [o many of the affiicttd 
converla, reprnented their esse to one unto whoro the 
Lord had given Iwlh tbe will and ability to relieve llicinl 
and the persecuted lishermen had soon a bnal in « 
they might pursue their trade uumulested and sappDtl 
their tamilies in comfort. Whenever it is used as a 
lionary boot to visit the BIsskets and other island*, iFiB 
wJloJe dag ii seen flmtting on the breeie. 
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The Islander rejoicing sees, 
That sacred banner on the breeze : 
It points to the realms of endless day, 
As it swifltly glides o'er the gladden'd sea. 

From the wide expanse of the silent deep, 
Where fishermen their vigils keep ; 
Where the wonders of the Lord appear. 
In the starry heavens and the ocean clear ; 
What joyful sounds o'er the waters float, 
Tis the hymn of praise from the Fishers' boat. 
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VENTRY. 



Rejoice with grateful Jnnisfail, 
Ye generous sons of Albion's shore ; 

With her, the star of promise hail, 
With her, Redeeming love adore. 



Shall we not commence the closing chapter of 
Erin's simple tales by an ascription of praise to 
the Most High God? Shall we not acknowledge 
with adoring gratitude, that through His all-con- 
quering Word, " the little one hath become a 
thousand?" and own his Divine Providence, 
directing every event, and saying to His people, 
under every discouragement, " Where is the fiiiy 
of the oppressor? '* 

Oh ! thou great and glorious Source of all good, 
" who coverest thyself with ligbt as with a gar- 
ment," deign not only to receive our thanksgiving 
for mercies vouchsafed, but pour thy Spirit on us, 
until our ascended Saviour's long-neglected mission 
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be ftilfUled ; until the land we call cmr own ahail 
echo with tlip glad tidings of salvation ; and these 
that have no light, no hope, no comfort, he given 
" beaufy for aahes, the oil of joj for roouming, the 
garment of praise for the spirit of heavincBS '." 

Ventry, the subject of this chapter, and as 
ancient legends tell, the scene of I'^rin'a long-pro- 
tracted strife and final victory, is heautifiilly 
EiituBted on the western coast of Kerry, about 
three miles from Dingle. Its humble village runs 
chiefly along the sea-shore, commanding one of 
the best and safest harbours in Ireland, and never 
did the ocean waves flow in upon a emootlier, 
fMrer strand. To He tear of the village, the 
great Mount Eagle towers in lofty pride ; and 
far to the right, seen amid the waters of the vast 
Atlantic, the Skellig rocks lift their red marble 
pyramids, like the ancient niins of some giant 
fortress of the sea. 

On the 11th of December, 1837, ihc writer's 
heart was rejoiced by the first interesting parti- 
culars respecting Ventry, given in the following 
letter :— 

" Do you remember, when we were going to 
Syble Head last August, passing through the vil- 
lage of Ventry ? where you had to get off the 
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car, ajid walk (hroiigh the sand ? In that Tillage 
tilt! Lord has been pleased to do great ihitigB, and 
we have lliera a. liltla colony of fifty-six Prolaat- 
ants; aUhough the chapel U in tlie centre of tb» 
village, and from its altar, Subbath nfter Sabbath, 
corses have been denounced upon the Irish Maal«n 
and scholars. Six months ago we tried to establiih 
a school at Ventry, but were obliged to give it ap, 
at the Frieat had then sullicient infiueuce to Uke 
away every child. But now, we have fnrty-tna 
children, whose attendance can be relied upon, 
and the expectation of more. Feeling the import- 
ance of doing something for them, I went to Ventty 
on Tuesday last, and in a few minutes collected 
fourti^en adults, and had a nice meeting 
very chapel-gats : and then it was Chat I found' 
how many were on our aide. I got the 
forty-two children and twenty-five adults, who hai 
thrown off the Popish yoke, and who 
anxious for some place in which thej migU 
assemble to attend Divine servi 
Gospel preached to them. This was so c1eatl](> 
opening from the Lord, that I immediately, 
inquired if a house could be got, and was takes 
* a row of bousea, and found that there 
contiguous, which might he made 
by throwing down a parti don- wall, which 
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give us a nice room tnenty-eighL feet long by 
fifLeeu wide, the very lluug we waotcd ; besides 
a room for the Master, who is a sincere Chrisliaa, 
and who came to a knowledge of the tnilh hy 
teaching his poor neighbours la read tlie Irish 
Scriptures. I lost no time in applying to the 
landlord of the bouses, and agreed lo give him 
four pounds a-year for both, with permission to 
throw Ihem into one. This was the work of a 
few minutes ; and before safficient time elapsed 
for tbe matter to be known, all was settled, and 
I had arranged with the heads of the families 
to meet (o-day to take away the parti tion- wall. 

" On arriving this morning at Vcntry I found 
B number of our people busy at the work. ' Huw 

comes tliisT said 1 to D , whom I had sent 

some time before me. ' Ob I ' anid he, ' such 
work you nevot saw aa we have had. Father 

•fahn S , wy friend, was informed Ihet the 

hoaaea had been taken, but for what purpose was 
not known, and be gave notice that he would 
be with m himself. In consequence of which, 
when our men began to work in the morning, 
four of the villagers came into the house and 
said that the Priest would he there shortly. " So 
mnch the better," replied our brave fellows, " wc 
will then tell him what we are about ! " lliey 
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Aen pommenctd pulling down the wall, but not 
B hand would nny of the villligera give them, hut 
»eemed delighted when, Iroin want of tools, Ihey 
found it difficult to make b breach in the wall- 
Suddenly word was brought lliat the Priest vas 
coming, on which our men locked the door la 
prevent any of the people leaving the houee, that 
tiiey might hear them tell the Priest a tittle of 
their mind. But no Priest came. He stopped 
about sixty yards from the house, spoke for a 
few minutes to some persona, and then rode offl' 

" When the villagere found their champion fled 
they changed their lone. Ofi* ran one for a ham- 
mer, another for a spade i every arlicle that we 
required was soon at our command ; and by ibe 
time that 1 arrived, alt was nearly cleared away. 
We have now the whole villBge on our side. It 
would have delighted your heart to see about forty 
of ns working away (to use their own expresrion) 
fbr the bare life, in the best humour with one 
another posmhle. Surely we have great reaaon to 
bless (he Lord for having given us such favour in 
the sight of the people. Twelve months ago, had 
we been engaged in the same work at Ventry, we 
would have been lorn in pieces by the very people 
«ho were working with us lo-day. Well may we 
' What has the Lord wrought ! ' And now. 
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a? lo the BcJiool-houae, I purpose (i>.v.) to have a 
lectiire in it once n-week. It has cauaeil great joy 
amongst our people, and I havt already a congre- 
gation of aisty persons, young and old ; and if the 
work progresses as it has dwic lately, and of which 
wc have every prospect, as a great many iu the 
village and around it ere reading the Scriptures 
in Irish, ere long the house will not contain them. 
Vcntry is the most interesting place that I know 
of. If it was the Lord's will, I wish we had you 
here. We want more labourera, and I want sume 
money to floor the schaol-roam, and get some 
forms, &c. ; and 1 must have a pulpit. Oh ! me- 
thinks I hear you say, ' What a place is tliis 
Dingle, always begging for it ; and its minister 
18 a near relation to the Big Beggar-man! ' But 
well I know such will not be your thoughts ; but 
that with all your heart you would help on the 
work. Our school-house is close to Ventry Har- 
bour, celebrated in liistory for a, great battle. But 
there is a greater battle being fought there now : our 
army increusiiig in numbers every day ; and soon 
I hope we shall be strong enough la defy the 
chanipion of the Philistines to open combat. In 
a fortnight's time I shall he sounding the Gospel 
trumpet to sixty individuals at least, within sight 
of the chapel j and in a place where, had I 



r Bttempted it lome months ago, there would have 
keen, in all probability, an end to me and my 
*eggiiig for ever. 

" Of all the villages In the barony, Ventry it 
&e most importatit to have on our side ; for it 
H one thtongh nhich every person coming b> 
Dingle from the vest must pass, and which wu 
dreaded before : but now (if necessary) our Masters 
and our scholars would aeek for, and find refuge 
there. I expect to open the school the day after 
Christmagj and a motley group I shall have, as bt 
a« dress goes." .... 

On the eve of that great Christian festival, when 
the Lord of heaven and earth bowed his glory and 
came down to redeem a lost and sentenced world, 
an answer to the above letter was received by its 
beloved and pious writer, which enabled him b) 
Ht up his village school-house for the receptitm 
•f its humble inmates ; and tlius the work com- 
menced in faith was completed by love. Should 
wa mourn that love, so uuceaaingly exereiged, ha* 
•ought the source from whence it flowed? that the 
noble individual, who bo Uberally responded U 
Venliy'a first appeal fur aid, has passed into 
se unclouded r^ons where the jwt, madt 
j perfect, behold their Go4? We should tmt. Yst, 
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if it be given to the departed to contemplate tlieir 
Saviour's triumphs upon earth, how must her glo~ 
rified spirit rejoice to behold the progress of tliat 
work which it waa almoBt her last earthly care 

Our nest communication from Ventty ia dated 
January 10, 1638: — 

" I should have written to thank you for your 

kind letter, enclosing Lady R 'a liberal donation 

of 201, for the Lord's work in thia neighbourhood 
sooner, but that I wailed to tell you about the firsl 
opening of our school at Ventry, which event took 
place yeatecday. We had but thirty-two children, 
as the day being very cold, several others, who 
lived at a distance, were unable to attend from 
want of clothes; but 1 am sure, after a little time, 
we shall have a fine achool. 

" One young man, of twenty-five years of age, 
came and had h!a name put down aa a scholar. 
He ia a Roman Catholic. Were not the people 
afraid of encommunication, our house would not 
bold half the children. One man said, that he 
wished the Priest would threaten him for sending 
his children, as he only wanted an excuse to leave 
Popery. 

" You would have been anuiaeU had you seen 
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two old women lead in another old woman, wlm 
belonged to Eleven orders, tuid make faer dt iIdwu 
and take an Iriali dpelling-book, nnd begin to teach 
her and laugh at her about the Priest, who, tbey 
■aid, would be sending her to KiUomey for it. 

" You trill be glad to hear Ihat (he heoda of ax 
fimiiUeB of converts signed a paper last week and 
sent it to the parish Priest,' a man considered of 
great power, as he had been at Rome, kissed the 
Ute of hia Holiness, and received the dignity dT 
Doctor of Divinity. To (his dignitary the con- 
verts sent their paper, stating that they were no 
longer members of bia Church, and warning him 
to take care how he allowed their names to be 
mentioned in his chapel ; for that they were re- 
solved, if he should curse them, as he threatened 
to do the previous Sunday, to seek redress fr 
the laws of the land. One of the converts handed 
the paper to the Doctor ; he looked at it, aud said 
to a woman present, ' Who is it that has had tht 
audacity to give me such a paper ? ' tliougb, at 
Uie same time he woe well aware who it wall 
for Sullivan, when toUing me of it, said, ' He 
knew me as well as he did his own borse ; foe 
seventeen years we were great friends, and a good 
deal of my money he has handled.' This was t, 
great blow to Popery, for the whole parish heard 



of it; and, as he did not tnm thi!3<? bold coDVFrtB 
into goatB, they are sure that he has not the power 
to work miracleii. Sullivan is a valiant champion 
for the truth, and never loses nu opportunity of 
speaking to the people, end the Priest's chief 
enmity ia agiunst him. Denouncing this biave 
man in chapel lately, lie said that he was eon to 
the devil. Sullivan's brother, who bad been a 
determined HoEnanist, nas present, and eo olfended 
at this epithet given to so near a relation, that 
he told Sullivan afterwards he was very near 
attacking the Priest for using such language, and 
that he was shaken greatly in hia belief of Papery. 
So that SuUivan has good hopea that he will yet 
come oat; and as he is a man of influence, he 
would bring many with him. He ia now reading 
the Bible carefully. Sullivan was al a wake lately, 
where he had an opportunity of speaking on reli- 
gious subjects. One man joined him, end aaid 
that hia wife had been so iil that a Priest came 
and anointed her, for which he got his iivc shiU 
lin^. A few days after, he was in Dingle market, 
and the Priest's clerk came to him, and said that 
one of the Priests would he able to cure hia wife. 
So they went together to the Priest, who agreed 
to Ao it for three shillings, which he paid. The 
oext day the Prieat came, and after going on with 
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«ome of his tricks, he got up and went ansj. Baying 
tiiat it wax not in hia power to cure lier, an he had 
found out that she hud been bled. ' So I plainly 
•ee,' observed the poor tivBn, ' they are only hiim- 
' htigpug US out of QUI money.' 

" We had a glorious meeting on New-year's-day 
at Ventry; upwards of one hundred and tweat; 
present, from all paila of the country. Our can- 
Terts came boldly forward, before four hundred 
people who had just come out of the chapel. The 
Priest remained in q neighhouring house (I sup- 
pose to look on). Eight Komaji Catholics come 
into the achool-house. The day was beautiful, 
the only fine one for the last three weeks. I 
preached from Isa. x^iii. 16, ' Behold, 1 lay in 
Zion for a foundation, a stone, a tried stone, a 
Bure foundation;' and I trust the I.ord was with 
ua. Many of the neighbours came in the crowd 
to aid us (if necessary) ; but, thnnk God 1 it all 
passed off very quietly, though it was a great 
holiday, end the chapel crowded with people. I 
trust the Lord has many in this place. Our pros- 
pects are most cheering; and if we are all spared 
another year, I trost that our achool-house will 
not hold all that will attend. I understand that 
the eight Roman Catholics who heard the Woid 
preached on New Year's-day, intend leaving 
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Popery, nbich I expected would be the case, 
as the courage with wMch they faced bo great 
a, multitude proved their sincerity. We hare great 
cause to bless the Lord for the first-tVuiU of our 
labours at Ventry. There are two men in the 
country (hut have embraced the truth from reading 
the Irish Scriptutea, wham I purpose to employ 
as Scriptiu'e Readers, if the Lord provides me 
with means. Being connected in the country, and 
acquainted with the people, they will do more 
than ai\ regular Scripture Readers. It is in this 
way that the work is progresabg in Ventry, and 
I am persuaded, from experience, that it is the 
best way to get at the people ; aa a man living 
amongst them has numerous opportunities, both 
day and night, to read and speak to his poor 
neighbours. If tlic Lord requires them to be 
employed in his work. He will (as be has ever 
dune) provide me with the means. I should like 
to have a battery in every parish to the west of 
Dingle, and the walls of Babylon would soon have 
a good breach in them. May the Lord of the 
vineyard poiir out very abundantly His spiritual 
blessinga on the beads of His dear people, who 
have come forward with heart aad hand to UJs 
help against the mighty 1 and may many, in the 
day of His appearing, rise up and call them 
u 2 
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bJeBsed, who by their liberality provided them tlu 
iiieBDa of hearing the Gospel of tmth proclaimd 
tn the eulvalion of their souls I Peace be nifl 
them, and with all the [srael of God ! " |1 



I was much interested with my late Miraia 
from finding it attended by 90 many Diasentin 
of all kinds. In one place I had a mised md| 
titude, compuaed of Baptists, Independents, Mi 
thodisls, Quakers, Dorbyites, and WalkeriUl 
which spoke volumes in favour of the HoqI 
Miasion ; every one of them being opposed to W 
Church of which the preacher was a member, IM 
yet all coming to hear him. The Mission is cec 
tainly the greatest lever in Ireland for overhimini 
IHssent ; and if it was more countenanced by thosi 
in authority, I think Dissent would be soon at 1 
low ebb. The Lord is doing a great work thrCFOgh 
out the country. The day of His coming 
tening. May we be found looking for his appd 
ing, tiiat whether we sleep or wake, we shall e 
together with Him ! 

In endeavouring to trace the progress of the 
of Righteousness, from its first faint dnwning 1 
Veutry's dark mountains until the present mom 
when it seems risen to disperse the miala of i) 
and chase tbe shadows of night, 
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interesting cireumatances may have been omitted; 
jet we trust that sufflclent information will be 
afforded, to enable tlie reader to form a correct 
judgment of the means by which our poor ignorant 
wild Irishmen have been freed from the moat 
degrading auperstition, and brought into the glo- 
rious liberty of the children of God. 

On the 7th of May, 1838, the Lord's faithful 
ambassador, who watched over these poor people 
with a shepherd's tender care, writes thus : — 

" I have just returned trom Dublin, and find 
the Divine blessing still attending our feeble 
labours. Within the lest month seven families 
from Dunquin have joined ua, and we have fifty- 
six children in our school. We had service at 
Ventry yesterday ; the converts came from Dun- 
i]uin, and our house was quite full, although the 
Roman Catholic Bishop, the parish Priest, and one 
of hia curatea, wore cmlaide on the road. When 

shook me by the hand, and were so glad to see 
me, before the Priest's face. He looted furious, 
but said nothing. After Divine service, we had 
our first baptism. It wan a cliild of Sullivan's : 
all the congregation remained in, and it was most 
interesting. The Priest had been informed of this 



intended baptiBni, and came, hqiing that liis pre- 
■ence wnuld pri^vent Sullivan fruni bringing hie 
child; but when he found that it was done, I 
■m told he was lilte a madman. He attacked 
one of the converts on his way to Che school- 
Iioiiae, and told him that ho was going to the 
devil, ' No,' said the convert, ' 1 am going to 
hear the Word of God preached, which you are 
keeping Ihe people in ignorance of.' The Bishop 
having announced that High Masa would be cele- 
brated at Ventry, much inquiry was excited aa 
to the cause. ' Oh,' said some, ' now we lee 
they are able to work a miracle at last upon the 
turn-coats, which they have so long threatened*' 
In consequence of this expectation, crowds attended 
Ihe following Sunday. When Moss was over, lotne 
of the Romanists went to the converts, with whom 
they bad been in the liabit of conversing upon 
rchgiuua subjects, and said, ' Now we see yuu 
have tlie right way.' 'Wiiy?' replied thi 
verts, astonished. 'Because,' they added, 
beard in the Blshu^'i aermon, at the chapel In- 
day, what we never heard there sil 
bom before,' ' And what was that?' ' Ho fadd 
us that there was no Saviour fur sinners hut the Lord 
Jesus Cbriat alone, and that His blood clean 
^ora all siu. 'Hub vie uaiet \ivasd. a. IMeol 
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before, and you are aJvaya telling it to us : there' 
fore, we see you have the right way.' 

" I am told that the Bishop, during his late 
inTestigation aa to the causes of the defection &om 
Papal authority at Ventry, addreased the pariah 
Priest thus: — ' I cannot impute to you want of 
zeal : on the contrary, jour zeal seems to have 
been loo fiery. You should not be always cursing 
the people. Curse them at the high festival* — 
curse them four times a-year ; hut do not be always 
cursing them.' On the last Sunday he told the 
flock that they might speak to the convctta, and 
said, for his part he was glad to get rid of them. 
But some of the people remarked afterwards, it 
was not right for hiin to aay that; for it waa as 
much as to say, that he did not care whether the 
people went to hcli or not. I have every hope 
that a clergyman will he sent to reaidc at Ventry 
who can preach in Irish. There is much int^reat 
excited in Dublin for Kerry, The Rev. J. Gregg 
haa promiaed to come down in Auguat, and preach 
for us in the native language ; and Mr, Moriarty 
sent mo word, that if 1 wished it, and the Lord 
permitted, he would come and reside in Dingle 
all next winter, preach about the country, hold 
controversial lectures, and invite the Priests to 
iliscusa their doctrines. 
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When the Lord is opening bo many doors for 
■Mttiug fortli the Lruth, aud putting it int« ihe hearta 
of his Bervaots w!iu are capable of speaking to the 
people in their own language, I trmt that he has 
much work to be done. One of our poor Dunqtiin 
converts* who knows not a ivord of English, but 
■who is taught of God, was enabled on Saturday 
lo contend agoinat an hundred people in the 
•treels of Dingle, who abused him for becoming a 
.Protestant, but he overcame them all by the 
■word of the Spirit.' It was a glorious sight to 
poor creature boldly proclaim the Gospel 
whole town ; it is a cause of great thank' 
fulness to God. I hope yet to build a large 
school-house, and perhaps a church, at Ventry; 
our house is already too small for the congre- 
gation. May the Lord's blessing rest upon us, 
and u])on his Word, without which our labours 
would be in vain ; and may the dear IViendB ■ 






■who laboured for, strengthened, andaided a 
ricnce in the comfortable assurance of the love of 
God, shed abroad in (heir hearts by the Hdy 
Spirit, 'that it is more blessed to give thwi to I 



"P.S. — A short ti: 



:e the Priest at Ventoy, 1 
-, told his flock that he would , 
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give tliem leave U> go and ftsli for herrings tlmt 
had appeared off the coast, provided they gave 
him a penny a man for permission to do it on 
Sunday; this they wiUingly did, thinking they 
woidd be very succeesful; hut not a huat caught 
a. flflh. The Ventry boat went out on the following 
morning (Monday) and BOon brought in five 
hundred." 

It ia seldom that the bright expcctationa of 
bappiness wliich we are Bo pione la base upon 
the sandy ftmndationB of this world are realized ; 
very seldom, if even granted our heart's most 
ardent desire, do we find the object attained, repay 
the anxieties attendant on its pursuit; or, should 
it be otherwise, the conaciouaness of the uncertain 
tenure upon which our treasure is possessed, must 
infuse many a bitter drop in the citp of enjoyment. 
There is but one rock upon which wc can build 
securely, and that Rock is Christ. It is true, that we 
arc not to expect while out heavenward edifice 
ia rising a, state of undisturbed repose; on the 
contrary, we are told that the rain may descend, 
and the floods come, and tlie winds blow and 
beat upon it, yet it Hliall not faQ because its 
foundation is sure. How strikingly has tliis Divine 
promise been fulfilled in the case uf Ventry. H.ow 
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wonderfiiUy have tlie leadings of Proridence b 
niHtiifcated in all its attendant 
Tlie hopeful Banguine spirit uf the Lord's fevoured 
inatrumeDt there, glanced through clouds of dis- 
couragement, overleaped inountaina of difficulty, 
and with the eye of faith turning to the Rock 
upon which hia hopes were fixed, peraerered in 
Uia labour of love. That labour has been amply 
rewarded, tlieae hopes have been fully realiied, 
andatillmorc exalted hopes, sUll brighter prospects, 
are opening to his view. 

It may well he imagined with what fulness 
of delight the poor Irish converts, assembled at 
Biiigle, Ventry, Dunquin, and other remote villages 
in this wild romantic region, heard Mr. Gregg 
address th^ in their loved native tongue. Ilis 
eloquence in English is too well Icnown to need 
comment, but those who were qualified to judge 
have said, that he appeared to pour out his 
whole soul as he described the Saviour's love 
in the pathetic heart-louching expressions of the 
Irish language. Old things, indeed, were passed 
away, all was new. The light of truth was 
shining upon them with unclouded brilliancy, and 
the dark grim spectres of superstition were gliding 
bit away. 
K Biit there was a closci, itKsci cuuso of lhanklid- 
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neas and joy to these atFectioiiate people, a gratified 
self-appropriBting feeling swelled every bosom as 
they looked upon Mr. Moriariy, and heard him 
proclaim the wonderful works of God. They knew 
that he had once been led captive by the same 
aoul-destroying errors from which they hud been 
go mercifully delivered ; he stood hofore them a 
preacher of righteousness, and to crown all, he 
was a Kerryman. The effect of these interesting 
meetings was soon manifested in tlie incrensing 
desire of the people for religious instruction ; and 
the necessity for immediate exertion in a cause 
nhich had hitherto been so highly-favoured, de- 
termined Mr. G on visiting England, and 

laying the ol^ect which he had so deeply at 
heart before his Christian brethren there. 

And although he landed on the fair shores of 
Albion at a particularly unfavourable season, when 
many of the inhabilanta of the great towns were 
dispersed at various watering-places, he did not 
plead in vain; hut returned to cheer the hearts 
of his people with (he tidings of the kind re- 
ception which he had met, and the hopes that were 
given him of future aid. It would be difficult 
to convey to the reader a just idea of the en- 
thusiastic gteetinga with which the poor converts 
welcomed back their beloved minister ; viliiii, ■w'rin. 







warmth congenial, his lieart responded 
FxpreBsioii nf their grntcl\il atlochment. Surrounded 
by hU Christian brethren, Irish Inapector, Teachen, 
acholara, and convtirts, he returned thanka to 
Almighty God for the merciea already vouch- 
safed, and implored a blessing on all their fiituce 
undertakings. 

While contemplating the beantifnl tuiion of cheef- 
ftil hqtefiil exertion, and perfect anuty in which, 
from the Lord's ambassador to the humblest Irish 
aeholar, all eeem with one heart and one mind 
combined to advance their Lord's cause at Ventry 
and its neighbouring villages, we are forcibly im- 
pressed by the sod contrast presented in an account 
of a recent visit to the monks of the order of 
La Trnppe, at Mount MtUuray. No souud of 
joyAil gratulation, no song of pruse, lightens the 
dreary monulujiy of tbeh painful self-inflicted toil 
Dut we shall give the picture as drawn by our 
pious and enlightened correspondent, who wiile< 
thus:— 

" I accompanied aome friends yesterday to the 
immense Popish establishment of Mount Melloray, 
about nine miles from Lismore; part of the drive 
was esCremely beautiful, but when we arrived at 
this wild romantic spot, truly melancholy it was 
to Bee patience and \abo\n, wn^Vj °f the best 



and highest of all ohjecta, thrown away by these 
poor monks on a. ajsttin 30 degrading and soul- 
deslroyiiig as that for which they appear to be 
wearing themselves out, in their difficult and 
trying undertaking. With their own hands building 
a churdi and monastery, and reclaiming Sve 
hundred acres of cold, rocky, mountain land, 
which tliia aeason, has yielded tliem polatoea so 
miserable in size and quality, that we were ab- 
solutely shocked to see tlicao unfortunate men 
making their ailtnt wretched meal upon such 
unwholesome food. The diesa of the order is 
liidcous in the extreme, and it made ma shudder 
to look at the melancholy attenuated couutenanues, 
of wliicli I could only obtain a partial glance, from 
underneath the cowl, which himg very low over 
their faces. 1 felt that I coutd truly say, ' My 
heart's desire, and prayer to God is,' that they may 
be brought to know 'the truth as it Is in Jesua.' 
But, alas! they seem ao widely distant from it as 
yet, that it requires a sanguine faithful spirit, 

like Mr. G 's, to be very hopefiil in a case 

such OS that of tlie poor benighted Trappists." 
Witli God, all things are possible. Oh ! how often 
dues the sunshine of tliis blessed assurance chase 
every shadow of despondency from tlie Christian's 
soul, and cause the springs of hope to giuk (Kit 
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ivive the drooping spirit. Shall we 
lot then mise our eyca from all mortal hinderances 
to the Rock of oiir galvation ; and trust, that 
our deer Roman Catholic countrymen may be 
freed from the galling chains of mental slavery; 
tad, feeling the love of Christ conetraining them 
to do all things for his glory, caat off every 
burdrvn, and go on their way rejoicing. 

The battle of Ventry harbour, of which every 
Kerryman has some new wonder to relate, was 
fought (but at what period, it is difficult to 
ascertain) between the Danes and the Irish. TTie 
strand at Ventry, which, even opposing accounts 
agree to have been the scene of this long-pro- 
tracted and sanguinaiy strife, extends for more 
than B, mile ; and about two liiuidred yards fcom 
this far-famed strand, on a rising ground, a little 
to one side of the harbour and commanding a 
Taried and extensive sea view, with Mount Eagle 
and Manie Peak to the rear, shrouding their lofty 
■ummiCs in the clouds and facing the romantic 
Ivragh range of mountains, is the site granted 
by Lord Ventry for the erection of a churobi 
clergyman's residence, and school-house; thelattVj 
though only commenced lost October, according V> 
our Irish Inspector's report, ia already so neidj 
completed, thai Mt . ti \\a^4 Xn toil tie Km- 
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yew by holding the Irish meeting bcnealh its 
roof, and thus eoiiaecrating its first service lo the 
Irich cause. " I challenge the County Kerry," 

eselaimed D , while his honest countenance 

glowed with pleasure, "to match that achool-house 
in all respects i for size, it will hold two hundred 
and fifty of us, and as to situation, it may defy 
the world. 'Oh! boys,' said I, — when they began 
to tell mc bow tlie Priest wished thai his curse 
might be down upon the head of any one that 
aided in building that sBine acbool-houae, — 'Boys,' 
said I, 'don't you remember bow, when the temple 
was rebuilding nnder Neheiniah, " every one with 
one of bis hands wrought in Che work, and with 
the other held a weapon?" now yours is God's 
own work ; ' and the laying pleased them greatly. 
Not that they had regarded the Priest's curse," 
continued D , "for they are accustomed lo it." 

We are assured that " the eurse cauEelesa shall 
not eome," and so it baa proved at Ventry, whero 
excommunication in all its dreadful infiictions, has 
lost its wonted power, and every malediction pro- 
nounced on the poor converts seems only to draw 
down a more immediate blessing. 

The clergyman's bouse will soon form anothei' 
pleasing object in the inlercsling picture of the 
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im«uoiiary Bettlemeiit ; and the chureh above alt, 
looking down upon the old chapel, and ofifering ita 
pe&ceful Banctiiory to the poor and afilicted, who 
long to hear the Word of God preached in their 
own dear native tongue, and to join in the Irish 
hymn of prwse ; the church, whose foundation- 
atone will be laid in faith, and whose wdU will be 
toised by love ; the church, the first in Ireland, 
whore the redeeming mercies of Christ may, 
through the beloved medium of the native language, 
dni iuto the poor untaught peasant's heart, and 
iralcc his inmost aoul to prayer and praise ; — the 
first in Ireland where our beauliftil Litany and 
form of prayer shall, every Lord's-day gladden 
the spirits of our humble country-people; not in 
an unknown tongue, but in that to which their 
hearts adhere in weal or woe — 

" The language cheriahed in their lioaoui's core." 

That church, we trust, shall soon arise — soon be 
filled with those who "worship in spirit and in 
truth," and soon echo to the voice of one, whA 
liimself delivered from Papal bondage, will kno» 
how to " comfort the feeble-minded, support lh< 
we&k, and be patient towards all men." 

But how shall all Vliia\)e sflected? — 
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Not " by power, nor by might, saith the Lord." 

My funds, are the hearts of my own ; 

My servants that honour my Word 

Shall soon let that honour be known. 

My Church in the desert shall rise, 

I bless it, and it shall be blest ; 

The simple shall there become wise. 

And there shall the weary find rest. 



FINIS. 
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